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INTRODUCTtON 


'X X >Tith a writer of such great genius and sudh vast output as 
\/\/ Fyodor Dostoevsky it is" perhaps natural that criticism 

▼ T should be concerned mainly with his largerworks. And yet 
it is in DostoevUcy’s smaller wm’ks that we find the highest expression 
ofhiscreativepowerandproftindity of thought. In thesesmaller works 
wefindreflected as in a convexmirrorthewholeimmensityofDostoev- 
sky’sworld, concentrated with gem-like brilliance andstartlingclarity. 
Here and there in Dostoevsky’s great novels passages occur which 
reveal an inability to take a detached view of life and overcome 
political and racial prejudices, and it is in these works in particular 
that those “streaks of cruelty” appear that did not escape the notice 
of the Russian critics of his own day. In his smaller works, however, 
Dostoevsky was singularly free from partizanship. In the greatest of 
them, such as in Memoirs from a Dark Cellar and The Deeam of a 
Ridiculous Man, Dostoevsky showed that he was cabbie of with- 
drawing from the conflict of human passions and of surveyhll|^ 
the human scene with complete detachment. It is in fiipse work^*' 
therefore, that the reader will obtain a clearer, if not deeper, in- 
sight into his genius and will be able to judge him more llbirly than 
those who form their judgments about him mainly firoi^ iJa gnat 
novels. 

The stones in this volume are (with one exception) in^Uiahetf^ 
their chronological order so as to afford the reader an ito 
growth of Dostoevsky’s genius through the dlffomt pfaaees of if r 
development. The exception is the short story. The Peasant Mare»„ 
which is placed after the three stories belonging to Dostoeviicf 's 
first period, ending \rith bis arrest and imprisoiunem in Siberiaib 
1849. As it deals with Dostoevsky’s life in prison, it firnns a 
convenient connecting link between the young and the matur^ 
Dostoevsky. 

Fyodor (Theodor) Dostoevsky was born in Moscow on October 
30, 1821. His father was an army doctor, and Fyodor was the second 
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|of his six children. His childhood was spent in Moscow and on his 
father’s snudl estate in the Tula province. Already, as a child, 
Dostoevsky was dMnguished by his highly excitable, ^‘fiery”, 
temperament, and from his early years he showed a great interest in 
literature. His father, however, decided that he should be an 
engineer, and accordingly in 1837, soon after the death of his mother, 
he and his elder brother Mikhail were sent to Petersburg to be placed 
in the Army Engineering College. Here Dostoevsky spent over five 
years, devoting most of his time, however, to reading and writing, 
having made up his mind to become a writer as soon as he could 
conveniently give up the career which had been forced upon him. 
An interesting li^t on Dostoevsky’s reading as a boy is shed in a 
letter he wrote to his brother on August 9, 1838. In that year he read 
through the whole of Shakespeare and Pascal, almost the whole of 
Balzac, Goethe’s Faust and his shorter poems, most of the works of 
Victor Hugo, and all the works (both in the original and translation) 
of the German romantic novelist Hoffmann. Curiously enough, his 
first literary efforts were two historical dramas, Mary Stuart and 
Boris Godunov^ which he wrote in 1841, and extracts from which 
he read to his brother in the same year. These two plays have 
not been preserved. In 1841 Dostoevsky obtained his commission, 
and in 1842 he became a lieutenant. A year later he finished his 
cour^ ai the k^n^.44ccring College and was attached to the Army 
pfigineering Corps in Petersburg, in the drawing department. In 
mpe same yea( appeared his first published work, a translation of 
^Izac’s novel Eugenie Grandet, 

* Already during his student years Dostoevsky revealed the char- 
ncta|ljblt& tndt which was to cause him so much trouble during his 
name^^ his utter inability to manage his own personal affairs 
md laauXlCiln^ gift for getting into debt. In spite of his more than 
gp^Quate allowance of five thousand roubles a year, he seemed 
mcapable of living within his means. He spent his money almost as 
^| 0 on as be got it and during the rest of the year he literally starved. 
An illustration of his unpractical turn of mind is provided by the 
fact that he rented an expensive fiat while still at college. He paid 
1,200 roubles a year for it, although he only lived in one small room 
ki which he froze during the winter as he never had enough money 
^0 keep even that one room warm. In 1844 Dostoevsky resigned his 
commission and devoted himself entirely to literary work. 

From October, 1844, when Dostoevsky gave up his army career, 
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to April, 1849, when he was arrested and imprisoned in the Pet- 
ropavlovsk Fortress in Petersburg, Dostoevsky published ten novels 
and short stories. His first novel. Poor People^ written in 1845, 
brought him fame literally overnight. He was hailed by the poet and 
editor Nekrassov, to whom he had sent the novel, and the great 
Russian critic Belinsky, as a successor to Gogol. At the age of twenty- 
four he became a celebrity, and it is perhaps not surprising that his 
success went to his head and that sotne of his subsequent stories did 
not come up to the expectations of his admirers, two of them. The 
yindlady and Prokharchin, being sharply criticised by Belinksy. 

In his first appreciation of Dostoevsky, Belinsky at once singled 
out those characteristic features of his art which were later to make 
him (in spite of his exasperatingly careless style) one of the giants of 
Russian and, indeed, of world literature. What were these character- 
istic features ? First of all, his amazing truthfulness in the descrip- 
tion of life. Secondly, his masterly delineation of character and the 
social cciidliions of his heroes. Thirdly, his profound understanding 
and his wonderful artistic recreation of the tragic side of life. 
Belinsky, too, from the very outset put his finger on the weakest 
spot of Dostoevsky’s genius: his diffuseness and his tendency to 
tire the reader by unnecessary repetitions and digressions. 

As for Gogol’s influence on Dostoevsky, Belinsky was also the first 
to point out that in the case of so outstandingly original a writer as 
Dostoevsky this influence was merely supeficial. “Dostoevsky as a 
writer of great talent,” Belinsky wrote, “cannot be called an imhat^ 
of Gogol, though he certainly owes a great deal to him. Gogo. - 
influence can even be seen in the structure of his sentences,^ but 
there is so much originality in Dostoevsky’s talent that this obvious 
influence of Gogol will most probably disappear with hfa other 
shortcomings as a writer, though Gogol will always remain, as it 
were, the fount from which he drew his inspiration.” 

Dostoevsky himself, in the often quoted phrase, “We have all 
emerged from under Gogol’s Overcou/,” acknowledged his indebted- 
ness to Gogol, and, specifically, to Gogol’s faith in “the divine 
spark in man”, however degraded socially or however poor in spirit 
he might be. It was this deeply humane attitude to the lowly and the 
downtrodden that made Dostoevsky such a great admirer of Charles 
Dickens, to whom he had paid what is surely the finest compliment 

^ Belinsky was writing about Dostoevsky’s first novel. Poor People. 
(D.M.) 
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one great writer can pay to another by writing his own version of 
The Old Curiosity Shop in The Insulted and Injured (published in 
1861). 

The Honest Thief, the second story in this volume, written in 
1848, is perhaps the best example of this early tendency in Dostoev- 
sky’s works. Yemelyan is the tot of Dostoevsky’s characters whose 
tragedy consists of their helplessness to resist evil in spite of, and 
perhaps even because of, the fact that they recognise it as evil. He is, 
as it were, the embryo from which the Yezhevikins, Marmeladovs, 
and Lebedevs later emerged. As with many another of Dostoevsky’s 
characters, he is merely the original theme of the different variations 
which Dostoevsky wrote as his own perception of life and his 
sensibility deepened and.broadened. 

The Honest Thief as well as White Nights is also remarkable for 
the fact that in them we find the tot statement of the central idea of 
one of Dostoevsky’s greatest novels, Crime and Punishment, pub- 
lished in 1866. In White Nights the sentence expressing this idea, 
which Dostoevsky eliminated from subsequent editions of the story, 
ran: “I am told that the proximity of punishment arouses real 
repentance in the criminal and sometimes awakens a feeling of 
genuine remorse in the most hardened heart ; 1 am told this is due to 
fear*” A more elaborate statement of the same idea (also omitted in 
the subsequent editions of the story) is found in The Honest Thief 

White Nights (i.e. the twilight summer nights in Petersburg), also 
published in 1848, is perhaps one of the most characteristic works of 
.^e young Dostoevsky. It is to a large extent autobiographical, the 
sentimpntal theme being developed against the background of his 
personal impressions during his nocturnal wanderings in 
Petextburg. The story is remarkable for the way Dostoevsky avoids 
the SQOre obvious pitfalls of such a romantic theme, for its gentle 
humour, and for its delicate touches of genuine feeling. Dostoevsky 
was to re-write this story in his true manner of creative artist and 
thinker seventeen years later under the title Memoirs from a Dark 
Cellar. 

The Christmas Tree and a Wedding is perhaps the most artistically 
perfect short story Dostoevsky wrote during his tot period as a 
fiction writer. Satiric in character, it drives home its main point in the 
last sentence with shattering force: the contrast between the young 
helpless victim of a stupid social order and the ruthless pursuit of 
wealth by a mi4dle«aged careerist who calculates the amount of 
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money he is to get by marrying the young girl with almost inspired' 
correctness five years before the actual event. It is one of Dostoev- ‘ 
sky’s most savage judgments on ** success” under the acquisitive 
system of society. 

In 1849 Dostoevsky was arrested and sent to prison in Siberia. 
His imprisonment at Omsk marks a break with the rather mild 
liberalism of his youth, a break that was much more complete 
than it would have been if he had not been involved in the so-called 
Petrashevsky case. Petrashevsky was a young and very rich political 
dijcttante who dabbled in the utopian 'socialism of the French 
school. He was an enthusiastic admirer of Fourier, and his Friday 
at homes were frequented by the liberal-minded intellectuals of 
the day, of whom Dostoevsky was one^ Politics was only one of 
the topics discussed at those social gatherings, and on one occasion 
Dostoevsky read Belinsky’s famous letter to Gogol, in which the 
Russian liberal critic attacked the reactionary opinions expressed by 
Gogol in las Correspondence with Friends, 

Dostoevsky was ancsted with the other members of the Petrashev- 
sky “group” on April 23, 1849, imprisoned for eight months in the 
Petropavlovsk Fortress in Petersburg, and then sentenced to death, 
a sentence which was immediately commuted to eight years of 
imprisonment in Siberia. But this commuted sentence was only read 
out to Dostoevsky and his associates after the gruesome ceremony 
on Semyonovsky Square where they had been brought to face a 
firing squad. In a letter to his elder brother, Dostoevsky gives this 
description of his mock execution : 

“Today, December 22nd, we were all taken to Semyonovsky 
Square. There the sentence of death was read out to us, we were all 
made to kiss the cross, a sword was broken over our heads, and we 
were told to put on our white execution shirts. Then three of us were 
tied to the posts to be executed. 1 was the sixth, and therefore in the 
second group of those to be executed. 1 had only one more minute 
to live. 1 thought of you, dear brother, and all of yours ; during the 
last minute it was only you I was thinking of, my dear, dear brother. 
1 had time to embrace Pleshcheycv and Durov who were standing 
beside me and to take leave of them. Then the retreat was sounded 
on the drums, those tied to the posts were taken back, and an order 
from His Imperial Majesty was read to us granting us our lives. 
Afterwards our sentences were read out to us.” 

The sentence against Dostoevsky ran : “ For taking part in criminal 
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Iplots, for drculating the letter of the writer Belinsky, full of insolent 
attacks against the Orthodox Church and the Government, and for 
attempting, with others, to circulate articles directed against the 
Government by means of a home-printing press, to be sentenced to 
eight years penal servitude.” 

The sentence was reduced to four years by the Emperor Nicholas 
1. Dostoevsky finally broke with his liberal past during his imprison- 
ment in Siberia, though signs of the coming change can already be 
discerned in A Little Hero^ the “children’s story” Dostoevsky 
wrote while under arrest in the Petropavlovsk Fortress. In that story 
Dostoevsky draws a scathingly frank picture of Petrashevsky in the 
guise of the husband of the story’s heroine, M-me M., as a man 
with “a lump of fat instes^ of a heart”. 

The Peasant Marey is a biographical account of Dostoevsky’s 
life in prison, containing a vivid flash-back to his early childhood on 
his father’s small country estate. It was published in February, 1876, 
in A Writer^ s Diary ^ a monthly periodical “without contributors or 
programme” which Dostoevsky published between 1876 and 1878. 
The theme of the story was provided by Konstantin Aksakov, son 
of Sergey Aksakov, the famous author of A Family Chronicle^ and 
leader of the so-called Slavophiles, who, in an article published post- 
humously, argued that the common people in Russia had always 
shown a high degree of culture. After discussing this statement 
at length and acknowledging the close ties that bound the best 
Russian writers to the common people, Dostoevsky begins his 
story of the peasant Marey in these words: “But all these profes- 
sions of faith are, 1 think, extremely boring to read and, therefore, I 
will tell you an anecdote, or perhaps not even an anecdote but just 
an old iwtlniscence of mine which for some reason I want very much 
to teO you here at the conclusion of my treatise on the common 
people. I was only nine years old at the time . . . but no — perhaps I’d 
better start with my twenty-ninth year.” 

The episode of the peasant Marey probably took place in 1831, 
shortly after Dostoevsky’s father had bought the small estate in the 
Tula province. The prison episode occurred during Easter of 1850 
(24th April), and is described at much greater length in The House of 
the Z)e^'(published in 1861). Dostoevsky also made use of his 
childhood incident in The Adolescent^ the novel he wrote in 1874. 

Dostoevsky was released from prison in March, 1854. At that 
time his political views had completely changed and he became a 
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passionate adherent of the most reactionary forces in Russia. 
Before his release from prison he wrote a number of “Odes** to 
members of the Czar*s family, couched in the most fulsomely 
servile language (Dostoevsky*s rather poor poetic efforts were 
usually connected with some political event, such as the Crimean 
War). After his release from prison he was forced to join the army 
as a private, being promoted to non-commissioned rank in January, 
1856, and in October of the same year to the commissioned rank ctf 
lieutenant. He was still forbidden to return to Russia. In February, 
ligST, he married a twenty-nine-year-old widow, Maria Dmitriyevna 
issayeva. Two years later he resigned from the army. In the same 
year he was granted permission to return to Russia, but not to Peters- 
burg or Moscow. He spent some months in Tver (Kalinin of today) 
and only at the end of 1859 was he allowed to return to Petersburg. 
Between 1859 and 1861 he published three novels, including his 
comic masterpiece The Village of Stepanchikovo, In March, 1861, 
Dostoevsky embarked on his journalistic career with the publication 
of the monthly periodical Vremya (“Time”), under the editorship 
of his brother Mikhail (being still under police supervision, Dostoev- 
sky himself could not appear as the editor of the journal). Vremya 
was a great financial success. In June, 1862, Dostoevsky left for his 
first journey abroad, mainly for reasons of health. In July of that 
year he was in London, where he visited the famous Russian 
political exile and writer, Alexander Herzen. 

In London Dostoevsky came face to face for the first time with the 
industrial society which he regarded as “the triumph of Baal**. The 
thing that struck him most was the contrast between the “colossal 
facade” of riches, luxury, and general prosperity of the few and the 
abject poverty of the many and their “coolie-like” acquiescence in 
their fate. “In the face of such enormous riches, such immense 
pi ide of the spirit of domination, and such triumphant perfection of 
the creations of the spirit,” Dostoevsky wrote in the April, 1863, 
issue of Vremya^ in which he described his impressions of his first 
visit abroad, “ the starving soul is humbled and driven to submission, 
seeking salvation in gin and dissipation and beginning to believe 
that this is the way things ought to be. Facts oppress the spirit, and 
if scepticism is born, it is a gloomy, accursed sort of scepticism 
which seeks salvation in religious fanaticism.” 

This is the glimpse of London in the early sixties of the last 
century that Dostoevsky gives in the same issue of Vremya ; 
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** In London you can see crowds so vast, and in such an environ- 
ment, as you will not see anywhere else in the world. For instance, 
I was told that every Saturday night half a million workers, 
men and women, with their children, spill into the streets like 
a flood, flocking to certain parts of the town, and all through the 
night, till five o’clock in the morning, they are taking part in a 
bacchanalian revel, eating and drinking like beasts, to last, one 
would think, the whole week. All this, of course, means going 
short for the rest of the week, saving up their meagre earnings 
gained with toil, sweat, and curses. In the butchers’ and grocers’ 
shops flaring gas jets are burning, lighting up the streets brightly. 
It is as though a ball had been prepared for these white negroes. 
The people swarm round the open taverns and in the streets, eating 
and drinking everywhere. The public houses are as gay as palaces. 
All are drunk, but not cheerfully ; everything is sombre, dull, and 
somehow ominously quiet. Only from time to time is this brooding 
silence, which weighs so heavily upon everything, broken by loud 
curses and bloody fights. All seem to be set on getting dead drunk 
as quickly as possible. Wives are no better than their men and get 
drunk with them ; the children lun about and crawl among them. 

“ On such a night, at two o’clock in the morning, 1 lost my way 
and wandered about for hours in the streets among the countless 
multitudes of this gloomy city, driven to ask the way almost by 
signs as I don’t know a word of English. I found my way at last, 
but the impression of what I had seen weighed on my mind for 
three days and would not let me rest. The common people are the 
same everywhere, but here everything is so overwhelming and so 
startling that what existed before only in my imagination, now 
coBfronts me as a solid reality. Here you are no longer aware even 
of pet^le, but of an insensible human mass, a general loss of 
consdousness, systematic, resigned, encouraged. When you look 
on these outcasts of society, you feel that for a long time to come 
the prophecy will not be fulfilled for them; that for a long time 
there will be no palm branches for them, nor white robes ; that for 
a long time they will call in vain to the throne of the Almighty, 
‘How long, O Lord! ’ 

“ But they know this themselves, and so far they have been 
protesting against the wrongs society has inflicted on them by 
forming all kinds of dark religious sects. We are surprised at the 
folly of peoplp embracing such superstitions, but we fail to realise 
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that what we see here is a rejection of our social formula, an 
obstinate, unconscious, instinctive separation, a separation at 
all costs, for the sake of salvation, a separation accompanied by 
a feeling of disgust with us, and fear, too. These millions, 
abandoned and driven away from the rich man^s table, jostling 
and crushing each other in the outer darkness in which they have 
been flung by their more fortunate brothers, are groping blindly to 
knock at the gates — any gates, looking desperately for a way of 
escape from the suffocating dark cellar. Here we are witnessing a 
last desperate attempt to hold together in a community among 
themselves, prepared to abandon even the semblance of human 
beings, so long as they can have a life of their own, so long as they 
can keep out of our way. 

“Anyone who has ever visited London has probably been to 
the Haymarket, if only once. This is the quarter which is at night 
crowded with women of the street. In the Haymarket I saw 
mothtis wno had bi ought their young daughters, girls who were 
still in their teens, to be sold to men. Little girls of about twelve 
seize you by the hand and ask you to go with them. Once I 
remember seeing among the crowd of people in the street a little 
girl who could not have been more than six years old. Her clothes 
were in tatters. She was dirty, barefoot, and beaten black and 
blue. Her body, which could be seen through the holes in her 
clothes, was all bruised. She was walking along aimlessly, hardly 
knowing where she was, and without apparently being in any 
hurry to get anywhere. Goodness knows why she was roaming 
about in the crowd ; perhaps she was hungry. No one paid any 
attention to her. But what struck me most about her was that she 
looked so wretched and unhappy. Such hopeless despair was 
written all over her face that to see that little creature already 
experiencing so much damnation and despair was to the highest 
degree unnatural and terribly painful. She kept shaking her 
dishevelled head from side to side, as though debating some 
highly important question with herself, waving her little hands 
about and gesticulating wildly, and then, suddenly, clapping them 
together and pressing them to her bosom. I went back and gave 
her sixpence. She seized the small silver coin, gave me a wild look 
of startled surprise, and suddenly began running in the opposite 
direction as fast as her little legs would carry her, as though 
terrified that I should take the money away from her. ...” 
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Dostoevsky never fixrgot tile little girl in the Haymarket. Fourteen 
years later he was to use her as a symbol of the pitiful and as an object 
of mercy in one of the most imaginative of his ‘‘philosophic tales*’. 
The Dream of a Ridictdous Man. 

Dostoevsky returned to Petersburg from his first trip abroad in 
August, 1862. His periodical Vremya was still flourishing, but its 
success was beginning to worry the authorities who finally suppressed 
it in May, 1 863.^ In August of the same year Dostoevsky went abroad 
again (he was beginning to be drawn there by the gaming tables, his 
passion for gambling becoming more and more irresistible). On his 
return in January, 1864, he and his elder brother Mikhail embarked 
on their second journalistic venture which was to end in disaster. 
They were planning to publish another monthly, but met with disap- 
pointment at the very start. Dostoevsky wanted it to be called Pravda 
(“Truth”), but the authorities thought the title too provocative. 
After a few more suggestions, it was at last agreed to call it Epokha 
(“Epoch”), and the first number appeared on March 21, 1864. It 
lasted only one year. One disaster after another overwhelmed 
Dostoevsky. His wife died in Moscow on April 15, 1864, and, worst 
blow of all, his brother Mikhail, the business manager of the paper, 
died in July of the same year. The death of his brother brought about 
the closing of the journal, involving Dostoevsky in a debt of over 
15,000 roubles, which he was repaying almost to the end of his life. 
This was the beginning of the financial disasters which drove Dostoev- 
sky to seek refuge from his creditors abroad, where the fascination 
of the roulette table only involved him more deeply.^ 

It was in the first and the second issues of Epokha that Dostoevsky 
published the most concentrated and profound of his reflections 
on the destiny of man — Memoirs from a Dark Cellar. Dostoevsky 

^ The special reason for the banning of the journal was an article on the 
Polish uprising by Strakhov, a regular contributor. 

* Dostoevsky went abroad in July, 1865, while writing Crime and Punish- 
menu which was published in 1866. In the same year he met his second 
wife, Anna Grigoryevna Snitkina, whom he engaged as a stenographer for 
his novel The GamL^kr, and whom he married in 1867. She was nineteen 
at the time. On April 14 of the same year he went abroad again, where he 
started work on The Idiot, which was published in 1868. This time he spent 
four years abroad, during which he wrote The Eternal Husband and The 
Possessed. He returned to Russia in July, 1871, leaving for his next trip 
abroad in June, 1874, when he began to work on The Adolescent. He 
went abroad again in May, 1875, July, 1876, and, finally, in July, 1879, 
when he was working on The Brothers Karamazov, published in 1879 and 
1880 
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himself used to say that as a philosof^r be was “weak’\^ And, no 
doubt, it was only as a creative artist, that is, through the mind and 
heart of the characters he created, that he could reach out beyond 
the borderlines of conscious thought into the darkest recesses of the 
human personality and, at the same time, provide the deepest 
analysis of human nature and human destiny that any creative 
writer before or after him was ever able to achieve. In these Memoirs 
Dostoevsky discusses the workings of the intellect and inevitably 
meets the challenge of the scientific determinism of his day. No one 
^^aw more clearly and from the veiy dutset the limitations of the 
scientific approach to the ethical problems of mankind. He under- 
stood the lure of material prosperity which the developing powers of 
science were beginning to present to i^nkind, and the unlimited 
resources open to exploitation. The whole of this splendid vision he 
sums up under the symbol of a Crystal Palace^ which recurs again 
and again in his writings. The use of this symbol by Dostoevsky is 
interesting as showing his immediate recognition of the significance 
of the Exhibition of 1851 in London, housed in Paxton’s Palace, the 
fame of which had spread to the farthest comers of Europe. He saw 
in this the sign of an advent of a new epoch which threatened by a 
new temptation to undermine all the cultural values of European 
life, and which he later expounded so explicitly in the story of 
The Grandinquisitor in The Brothers Karamazov, Within the compass 
of a few short chapters, the bewilderment of the self-conscious 
intellect grappling with the ultimate problems is portrayed with 
brutal frankness in the first part of the Memoirs from a Dark Cellar. 
No regard for self-respect, charity, or pride is allowed to impede the 
deliberate dissection until the inescapable truth has been stated. 
Dostoevsky rejects one after another the palliatives so dear to the 
romantic humanitarian and forces on him the acknowledgment of 
his own guilt and incfiectivencss. This, indeed, appears very clearly 
from the way Dostoevsky dismisses Nekrassov’s poem with which he 
introduces the second part of the Memoirs ; for his two etceteras are 
in themselves sufficient to dispose of Nekrassov’s plea for the 
“fallen woman” with utter contempt; he then proceeds to elucidate 
his thesis by an appeal to uncompromising realism. 

The parallelism between White Nights and Memoirs from a Dark 

^ ‘T am weak in philosophy, (but not in my love for it ;) in my love for 
it 1 am strong.” (Letter from Dresden to the Russian journalist Strakhov, 
June 6, 1870.) 
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Cellar has been noted earlier. In both the hero is a dreamer of dreams ; 
but while the story in White Nights moves along smoothly and 
pleasantly on the surface of human thought and emotion, in the 
Memoirs from a Dark Cellar it penetrates deep into the human heart 
and mind, so deep indeed that the main subject of the story transcends 
the personal fortunes of the anonymous hero and assumes a universal 
significance ; it is all mankind and not individual man that is the real 
subject of the discourse. 

The two last stories in this volume belong to Dostoevsky's last 
years. He died on February 9, 1881, from a burst artery in his lungs, 
aggravated by an attack of epilepsy, an illness from which he had 
suffered all his life. A Gentle Creature was published in 1876, in the 
November number of A Writer^ s Diary, and The Dream of a Ridicu- 
lous Man in the April number of the next year. 

A Gentle Creature filled the whole of the November issue of 
Dostoevsky's monthly. It is clear from his short preface that he was 
busy on this story for the better part of a month. The first page of 
the original draft of the story bears the date of November 19, 1876. 
In the previous number of A Writer^s Diary Dostoevsky tells of the 
incident which led him to write the story. “About a month ago,” he 
writes, “all the Petersburg papers carried a small news item in a few 
lines of small print about a suicide in Petersburg. A poor girl, a 
sempstress, threw herself out of a fourth floor window ‘because 
she could find no work to keep herself alive'. It was added that she 
had thrown herself out of the window clasping an icon in her hands. 
This icon in the hands of the young girl is a strange and unheard-of 
feature in a suicide case! This indeed is a gentle, meek sort of 
suicide.” 

In this story, one of the most powerful he ever wrote, Dostoevsky 
analyses one more reason leading to disaster in human relationships. 
It is the insensibility of one human being towards another, the failure 
to realise what is passing in another human being’s heart, the lack of 
sympathy which is the cause of so much cruelty of man towards man. 

Dostoevsky was v*ery fond of sub-titles to his stories, and one 
cannot help feeling that the sub-title A Fantastic Story to A Gentle 
Creature is due to this fondness rather than to the reasons he adduces 
for it in his preface. But the same sub-title to The Dream of a Ridicu- 
lous Man is fully justified, since it is essentially a tale of the imagina- 
tion. The subject of the Golden Age occupied Dostoevsky for many 
years. He refers tp it in Memoirs from a Dark Cellar, and he again 
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refers to it in 1865 in his first draflt of Crime and Punishment, where 
he puts the following stray reflections into the mouth of Raskolnikov : 
“Oh, why isn’t everything a matter of happiness? The picture of 
the Golden Age. It is implanted in men’s hearts and minds. How is 
it that it doesn’t come?’’ Among Raskolnikov’s other reflections are 
these anticipatory echoes of The Dream : “I never saw Venice or the 
Golden Horn, but I expect life must be long extinct there. . . . Flew 
to another planet.” But Dostoevsky made no use of any of these 
fragmentary notes in the final draft of the novel. The picture of the 
Gplden Age was first outlined by him in a finished form in the so- 
called Stavrogin's Confession, a chapter of The Possessednoi included 
in the novel, where the episode of the Golden Age was connected 
with Claude Loraine’s picture Acts and Oalatea which Dostoevsky 
had seen in the Dresden Museum. The whole episode was later 
incorporated by Dostoevsky in his novel The Adolescent, where it is 
given as part of Versilov’s speech. For the last time Dostoevsky dealt 
with this theme in The Dream of a Ridiculous Man, 

Taken together with the first part of the Memoirs from a Dark 
Cellar, The Dream gives us Dostoevsky’s final judgment on man. And 
negative though this judgment is on the whole, Dostoevsky never 
despaired of man. The vision of the Golden Age may be a dream, 
but it is a dream that makes life worth while even if it can never be 
realised; indeed, it makes life worth while just because it can never 
be realised. In this paradox Dostoevsky the creative artist seemed to 
glimpse some meaning in man's tragic story. But he did not stop 
there. He was appalled by the arrogance of the intellect, and in 
The Dream he again stresses the fact that reason without feeling, 
mind without heart, is evil, is a dark cellar', for reason bears within 
itself the seeds of destruction. Only through pity, love, and mercy 
can man be saved. This message, as Dostoevsky himself put it in 
The Dream, is “an old truth”; but, like the hero in The Dream, he 
went on preaching it all his life. 

D.M. 
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WHITE NIGHTS 


A Sentimental Love Story 
(From the Memoirs of a Dreamer) 


And was it his destined part 
Only one moment in hiyJife 
To be close to your heart? . . . 

IVAN TURGENEV. 

URST NIGHT 

I T WAS a lovely night, one of those nights, dear reader, which can 
only happen when you are young. The sky was so bright and starry 
that when you looked at it the first question that came into your 
mind was whether it was really possible that all sorts of bad-tempered 
and unstable people could live under such a glorious sky. It is a ques- 
tion, dear reader, that would occur only to a young man, but may the 
good Lord put it into your head as often as possible! . . . Themention of 
bad-tempered and unstable people reminds me that during the whole 
of this day my behaviour has been above reproach. When I woke up 
in the morning 1 felt strangely depressed, a feeling I could not shake 
off for the better part of the day. All of a sudden it seemed to me as 
though I, the solitary one, had been forsaken by the whole world, 
and that the whole world would have nothing to do with me. You 
may ask who “the whole world ” is. For, 1 am afraid, I have not been 
lucky in acquiring a single acquaintance in Petersburg during the 
eight years I have been living there. But what do I want acquain- 
tances for? 1 know the whole of Petersburg without them, and that, 
indeed, was the reason why it seemed to me that the whole world 
had forsaken me when the whole town suddenly arose and left for 
the country. I was terrified to be left alone, and for three days I 
wandered about the town plunged into gloom and absolutely at a 
loss to understand what was the matter with me. Neither on Nevsky 
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Avenue, nor in the park, nor on the embankment did I meet the 
old familiar faces that I used to meet in the same place and at the 
same time all through the year. It is true I am a complete stranger 
to these people, but they are not strangers to me. I know them rather 
intimately, in fact ; T have made a very thorough study of their faces ; 
I am happy when they arc happy, and I am sad when they are over- 
cast with care. Why, there is an old gentleman I see every day on the 
Fontanka Embankment with whom I have practically struck up a 
friendship. He looks so thoughtful and dignified, and he always 
mutters under his breath, waving his left hand and holding a big 
knotty walking-stick with a gold top in his right. I have, I believe, 
attracted his attention, and I should not be surprised if he took a 
most friendly interest in met In fact, I am sure that if he did not meet 
me at a certain hour on the Fontanka Embankment he would be 
terribly upset. That is why we sometimes almost bow to one another, 
especially when we are both in a good humour. Recently we had not 
seen each other for two days, and on the third day, when we met, we 
were just about to raise our hats in salute, but fortimately we recol- 
lected ourselves in time and, dropping our hands, passed one another 
in complete understanding and amity. The houses, too, are familiar 
to me. When I walk along the street, each of them seems to run before 
me, gazing at me out of all its windows, and practically saying to me, 
“Good morning, sir! How are you? I’m very well, thank you. 
They’re going to add another storey to me in May’’; or, “How .do 
you do, sir? I’lfi going to be repaired tomorrow’’; or, “Dear me, 1 
nearly got burnt down, and, goodness, how I was scared!’’ and so 
on and so on. Some of them arc great favourites of mine, while 
others are my good friends. One of them is thinking of undergoing 
a cure with an architect this summer. 1 shall certainly make a point 
of coming to see it every day to make sure that its cure docs not 
prove fatal (which God forbid!). And I shall never forget the incident 
with a pretty little house of a pale pink hue. It was such a dear little 
house; it always welcomed me with such a friendly smile, and it 
looked on its clumsy neighbours with such an air of condescension, 
that my heart leapt with joy every time I passed it. But when I hap- 
pened to walk along the street only a week ago and looked up at my 
friend, I was welcomed with a most plaintive cry, “They are going 
to paint me yellow!’’ Fiends! Savages! They spared nothing, neither 
cornices, nor columns, and my poor friend turned as yellow as a 
canary. I nearly liad an attack of jaundice myself, and even to this 
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day I have not been able to screw up my courage to go and see my 
mutilated friend, painted in the national colour of the Celestial 
Empire! 

So now you see, dear reader, how it is that I know the whole of 
Petersburg. 

I have already said that until I realised what was the trouble 
with me, I had been very worried and upset for three whole days. In 
the street I felt out of sorts (this one had gone, that one had gone, 
and where on earth had the other one got to?), and at home I was 
npt my old self, either. For two evenings I had been racking my brains 
trying hard to discover what was wrong with my room. What was it 
made me so peevish when 1 stayed there? And, greatly perplexed, I 
began examining my grimy green walls ^d the ceiling covered with 
cobwebs which Matryona was such a genius at cultivating. I went 
over my furniture and looked at each chair in turn, wondering 
whether the trouble lay there (for it upsets me to see even one chair 
not in its usual place) ; 1 looked at the window— but all to no purpose : 
it did not make me feel a bit better! I even went so far as to call in 
Matryona and rebuke her in a fatherly sort of way about the cobwebs 
and her untidiness in general. But she just gave me a surprised look 
and stalked out of tlie room without saying a word, so that the 
cobwebs still remain cheerfully in their old places. It was only this 
morning that at last I discovered the real cause of my unhappiness. 
Oh, so they are all running away from me to the country, are they? 
I’m afraid I must apologise for the use of this rather homely word, 
but I’m not in the mood now for the more exquisite refinements of 
style, for everybody in Petersburg has either left or is about to leave 
for the country ; for every worthy gentleman of a solidly-prosperous 
and dignified position who hails a cab in the street is at once trans- 
formed in my mind into a worthy parent of a family who, after his 
usual office duties, immediately leaves town and, unencumbered by 
luggage, hastens to the bosom of his family — ^to the country ; for 
every passer-by now wears quite a different look, a look which almost 
seems to say to every person he meets, “As a matter of fact, sir, I’m 
here by sheer chance, just passing through, you understand, and in a 
few hours I shall be on the way to the country.” If a window is 
thrown open and a most ravishing young girl, who a moment ago 
had been drumming on it with her lovely white fingers, pokes out 
her pretty head and calls to the man selling pots of plants in the 
street, 1 immediately jump to the conclusion that the flowers are 
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bought not for the purpose of enjoying the spring and the 
flowers in a stuffy old flat in town, for very soon everybody will 
anyway be leaving for the country and will take even the flowers 
with them. Why, I’ve got so far in my new discovery (quite a 
unique discovery, you must admit) that I can tell at once, just by 
looking at a man, in what sort of a cottage he lives in the country. 
The residents of the Stone and Apothecary Islands can be recognised 
by their studied exquisiteness of manners, their smart summer clothes, 
and their wonderful carriages in which they come to town. The 
inhabitants of Pargolov and places beyond “ inspire ” your confidence 
at the first glance by their solidly prosperous position and their 
general air of sobriety and common sense; while the householder 
of Krestovsky Island is distinguished by his imperturbably cheerful 
look. Whether I happen to come across a long procession of carters, 
each walking leisurely, reins in hand, beside his cart, laden with whole 
mountains of furniture of every description — tables, chairs, Turkish 
and non-Turkish divans, and other household chattels — ^and, more- 
over, often presided over by a frail-looking cook who, perched on 
the very top of the cart, guards the property of her master as though 
it were the apple of her eye ; or whether I look at the barges, heavily 
laden with all sorts of domestic junk, sailing on the Neva or the 
Fontanka, as far as the Black River or the Islands — ^both carts and 
barges multiply tenfold, nay, a hundredfold in my eyes. It really 
seems as though everything had arisen and set off on a journey, as 
though everything were moving off in caravan after caravan into the 
country ; it seems as though the whole of Petersburg were about to 
turn into a desert, and it is hardly surprising that in the end I am 
overwhelmed with shame, humiliation, and sadness. For 1 have no 
possible excuse for going to the country ; neither have 1 any country 
cottage I can go to. I am willing to leave with every cart or every 
gentleman of respectable appearance who hails a cab ; but no one, 
absolutely no one, invites me to go with him, as though they had 
all forgotten me, as though I were no more than a stranger to them! 

I walked for ho'irs and hoius, and, as usual, had for some time 
been completely oblivious of my surroundings, when 1 suddenly 
found myself near the toll-gate. I felt cheerful at once, and, stepping 
beyond the bar, walked along the road between fields of com and 
meadows of lush grass, unconscious of any fatigue, and feeling with 
every breath I drew that a heavy weight was being lifted from my 
heart. All the travellers I met looked so genially at me that it seemed 

24 



WHITE NIOHTS 

that in another moment they would most assuredly bow to me. All 
of them seemed to be happy about something, and every one oi 
them without exception smoked a cigar. And I, too, was happy ^ 
never before in my life. As though I had suddenly found myself 
in Italy — so strong was the impact of nature upon me, a semi-invalid 
townsman who had all but been stifled within the walls of the city. 

There is something indescribably moving in the way nature in 
Petersburg, suddenly with the coming of spring, reveals herself in 
all her might and glory, in all the splendour with which heaven has 
endowed her, in the way she blossoms out, dresses up, decks herself 
out with flowers. . . . She reminds me somehow rather forcibly of 
that girl, ailing and faded, upon whom you sometimes look with pity 
or with a certain compassionate aflcction, or whom you simply do 
not notice at all, but who in the twinkling of an eye and only for one 
fleeting moment becomes by some magic freak of chance indescribably 
fair and beautiful; and, stunned and fascinated, you ask yourself 
what power i< was that made those sad and wistful eyes blaze forth 
with such a fire? >\'liat caused the nish of blood to her pale and 
hollow checks? What brought passion to that sweet face? Why did 
her bosom heave so wildly? What was it that so instantaneously 
suffused the face of the poor girl with life, vigour, and beauty? 
What forced it to light up with so brilliant a smile? What animated 
it with so warm, so infectious a laugh? You look round ; you wonder 
who it could have been; you begin to suspect the truth. But the 
brief moment passes, and tomorrow perhaps you will again encounter 
the same wistful and forlorn gaze, the same wan face, the same 
resignation and diffidence in her movements, and, yes, even remorse, 
even traces of some benumbing vexation and despondency for that 
brief outburst of passion. And you feel sorry that the beauty, so 
momentarily evoked, should have faded so quickly and so irrevocably, 
that she should have burst upon your sight so deceptively and to so 
little purpose — that she should not have given you time even to fall 
in love with her. . . . 

But all the same my night was much better than the day! This is 
how it happened : 

1 came back to town very late, and, as I was approaching the 
street where I lived, it struck ten. My way lay along a canal embank- 
ment where not a single living soul could be seen at that hour. It ts 
true, I live in a very remote part of the town. I was walking alon g 
and singing, for when I am happy I always hum some tune to 
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m3wlf like every happy man who has neither friends nor good 
acquaintances, and who has no one to share his joy with in a moment 
of happiness. Suddenly 1 became involved in a most unexpected 
adventure. 

A little distance away, leaning against the railing of the canal, a 
woman was standing with her elbows on the rail ; she seemed to be 
engrossed in looking at the muddy water of the canal. She wore a 
most enchanting yellow hat and a very charming black cloak. 
“She’s young,” 1 thought, “and I’m sure she is dark.” She did not 
seem to hear my footsteps, for she did not stir when I walked past 
her with bated breath and a thumping heart. “Funny!” I thought, 
“she must be thinking about something very important.” Suddenly 
1 stopped dead, rooted to the spot. The sound of suppressed weeping 
reached me. No, I was not mistaken. The girl was crying, for a minute 
later I distinctly heard her sobbing again. Good gracious! My heart 
contracted with pity. And timid though I am with women, this was 
too good a chance to be missed! ... I retraced my steps, walked up 
to her, and in another moment would have certainly said “ Madam! ” 
if I had not known that that exclamation had been made a thousand 
times before in all Russian novels of high life. It was that alone that 
stopped me. But while I was searching for the right word with which 
to address the girl, she had recovered her composure, recollected 
herself, lowered her eyes, and darted past me along the embankment. 
I immediately set oj0f in pursuit of her, but she must have guessed 
my intention, for she left the embankment and, crossing the road, 
walked along the pavement. I did not dare to cross the road. My 
heart was fluttering like the heart of a captured bird. But quite an 
unexpected incident came to my assistance. 

A gentleman in evening dress suddenly appeared a few yards 
away from the girl on the other side of the street. He had reached the 
age of discretion, but there was no discretion in his unsteady gait. 
He was walking along, swaying from side to side, and leaning 
cautiously against a wall. The girl, on the other hand, walked as 
straight as an arro /, quickly and apprehensively, as girls usually 
walk at night when they do not want any man to offer to accompany 
them home. And the reeling gentleman would most certainly not 
have caught up with her, if my good luck had not prompted him to 
resort to a stratagem. Without uttering a word, he suddenly set off 
in pursuit of the girl at an amazing speed. She was running away from 
him as fast as her .legs would carry her, but the staggering gentleman 

26 



WHITE NIGHTS 


was getting nearer and nearer, and then caught up with her. The 
girl uttered a shriek and— I have to thank my good genius for the 
excellent knobbly walking-stick which, as it happened, I was at the 
time clutching in my right hand. In less than no time I found myself 
on the other side of the street, and in less than no time the unwelcome 
gentleman took in the situation, took into account the undeniable 
fact of my superior weapons, grew quiet, dropped behind, and it 
was only when we were far away that he bethought himself of 
protesting against my action in rather forceful terms. But his words 
hajfdly reached us. 

“Give me your arm,” I said to the girl, “and he won’t dare to 
molest you any more.” 

She silently gave me her arm, which* was still trembling with 
excitement and terror. Oh, unwelcome stranger! How 1 blessed you 
at that moment! 1 stole a glance at her — was right! She was a most 
charming girl and dark, too. On her black eyelashes there still 
glistened ihe tears of her recent fright or her recent unhappiness — 
1 did not know which. But there was already a gleam of a smile on 
her lips. She, too, stole a glance at me, blushed a little, and dropped 
her eyes. 

“Well, you sec, you shouldn’t have driven me away before, 
should you? If J’d been here, nothing would have happened.” 

“But I didn’t know you. 1 thought that you too ...” 

“But what makes you think you know me now?” 

“Well, T know you a little. Now why, for instance, are you 
trembling?” 

“So you’ve guessed at once the sort of man I am,” I replied, 
overjoyed that the girl was so intelligent (this is never a fault in a 
beautiful girl). “Yes, you've guessed at once the sort of man I am. 
It’s quite true. I’m afraid, I’m awfully shy with women, and I don’t 
want to deny that I’m a little excited now, no less than you were a 
moment ago when that fellow scared you. Yes, I seem to be scared 
now. It’s as though it were all happening to me in a dream, except that 
even in a dream I did not expect ever to be talking to any woman.” 

“How do you mean? Not really?” 

“Yes, really. You see, if my arm is trembling now, it’s because 
it has never before been clasped by such a pretty little hand as yours. 
I’ve entirely lost the habit of talking to women. I mean, I never 
really was in the habit of talking to them. You sec, I’m such a lonely 
creatuie. Come to think of it, 1 don’t believe I know how to talk to 
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women. Even now I haven’t the faintest idea whether I’ve said any- 
thing to you that I shouldn’t. Please, tell me frankly if I ever do. I 
promise you I shan’t take offence.” 

“No, I don’t think you’ve said anything you shouldn’t. And if 
you really want me to be frank with you, I don’t mind telling you 
that women rather like shy men like you. And if you want me to 
speak more frankly, I like it too, and I promise not to send you 
away till we reach my home.” 

“I’m afraid,” I began, breathless with excitement, “you’ll make 
me lose my shyness at once, and then goodbye to all my schemes!” 

“Devices? What schemes, and what for? I must say that isn’t nice 
at all.” 

“I beg your pardon. I’m awfully sorry. It was a slip of the tongue. 
But how can you expect me at this moment not to wish. ...” 

“To make a good impression, you mean?” 

“Well, yes. And do, for goodness’ sake, be fair. Just think — who 
am I? At twenty-six — yes. I’m twenty-six — ^I’ve never really known 
anyone. So how can you expect me to speak well, cleverly, and to the 
point? You, too, I think, would prefer us to be straightforward and 
honest with each other, wouldn’t you? I just can’t be silent when my 
heart is moved to speak. Well, anyway ... 1 know you’ll hardly believe 
me, but I’ve never spoken to any woman, never! Never known one, 
either! I only dream that some day I shall meet someone at last. Oh, 
if only you knew how many times V\e fallen in love like that! ” 

“But how? Who with?” 

“With no one, of course. Just with my ideal, with the woman 
I see in my dreams. I make up all sorts of romantic love stories in 
my dreams. Oh, you don’t know the sort of man I am! It’s true I 
have known two or three women — ^you can’t help that, can you? — ^but 
what sort of women were they? They were all so mercenary that . . . 
But let me tell you something really funny, let me tell you how several 
times I longed to talk to a society lady in the street, 1 mean, talk to 
her when she was alone, and without any formality. Very humbly, 
of course, very res^ictfully, very passionately. Tell her how horribly 
depressed I am by my lonely life; ask her not to send me away; 
explain to her that 1 have no other way of knowing what a woman 
is like; suggest to her that it is really her duty as a woman not to 
reject the humble entreaty of an unhappy man like me; finally, 
explain to her that all I want of her is that she should say a few 
friendly words to me, say them with sympathy and understanding, 
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that she should not send me away at once, that she should believe 
my protestations, that she should listen to what I had to tell her, 
laugh at me by all means, if she wanted to, but also hold out some 
hope to me, just say two words to me, and then we need not see each 
other again! But you’re laughing. . . . Well, as a matter of fact, I 
only said that to make you laugh. . . 

“Don’t be cross with me. I’m laughing because you are your own 
enemy, and if you had tried you would, I’m sure, bave perhaps 
succeeded, even though it all happened in the street. The simpler, 
th^ better. Not one kind-hearted woman, provided, of course, she 
was not a fool, or angry at something at the time, would have the 
heart to send you away without saying the two words you were so 
humbly asking for. But I may be wrong. She would most likely have 
taken you for a madman. I’m afraid I was judging by myself. I know 
very well, 1 assure you, how people live in the world!’’ 

“Thank you,” 1 cried, “thank you a thousand times! You don’t 
know how much. I appreciate what you’we just done for me!” 

“All fight, all right! Only tell me how did you guess I’m one of 
those women with whom . . . well, whom you thought worthy ... of 
your attention and friendship. I mean, not a mercenary one, as you 
call it. What made you decide to come up to me?” 

“What made me do that? Why, you were alone, and that fellow 
was much too insolent. It all happened at night, too, and you must 
admit it was my duty. . . .” 

“No, no! I mean before. On the other side of the street. You 
wanted to come up to me, didn’t you?” 

“On the other side of the street? Well, I really don’t know what 
to say. I’m afraid 1 . . . You see, I was so happy today. I was walking 
along and singing. I had spent the day in the coimtry. I don’t remem- 
ber ever having experienced such happy moments before. You were 
. . . However, 1 may have been mistaken. Please, forgive me, if I 
remind you of it, but 1 thought you were crying, and I — I couldn’t 
bear to hear it — I felt miserable about it. But, goodness, had 1 no 
right to feel anxious about you? Was it wrong of me to feel a brotherly 
compassion for you? I’m sorry, I said compassion . . . Well, what I 
meant was that I couldn't possibly have offended you because I 
had an impulse to go up to you, could 1?” 

“Don’t say anything more, please,” said the girl, pressing my hand 
and lowering her head. “I’m to blame for having started talking 
about it. But I’m glad I was not mistaken in you. W’ell, I’m home 
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now. 1 live in that lane, only two steps from here. Goodbye and 
thank you.** 

“But shall we never see each other again? Surely, surely, you can*t 
mean it. Surely, this can*t be our last meeting?** 

“Well, you see,** the girl said, laughing, “at first you only asked 
for two words, and now. . . . However, I don’t think I’d better make 
any promises. Perhaps we’ll meet again.’’ 

“1*11 be here tomorrow,’’ I said. “Oh, I’m sorry, I seem to be 
already making demands. . . . ** 

“Yes, you are rather impatient, aren’t you? You’re almo* 
making demands. ...” 

“Listen to me, please, listen to me!*’ I inlemipted. “You won’t 
mind if 1 say something tg you again, something of the same kind, will 
you? It’s this : I can’t help coming here tomorrow. I am a dreamer. I 
know so little of real life that I just can’t help re-living such moments 
as these in my dreams, for such moments arc something I have very 
rarely experienced. I am going to dream about you the whole nipht, 
the whole week, the whole year. I’ll most certainly come here 
tomorrow. Yes, here, at this place and at this hour. And I shall be 
happy to remember what happened to me today. Already this place 
is dear to me. I’ve two or three places like this in Petersburg. Once I 
even wept because I remembered something, just as you — ^I mean, 1 
don’t know of course, but perhaps you too were crying ten minutes 
ago because of some memory. I’m awfully sorry, I seem to have 
forgotten myself again. Perhaps you were particularly happy here 
once ’’ 

“Very well,’’ said the girl, “I think I will come here tomorrow, 
also at ten o’clock. And I can see that I can’t possibly forbid you to 
come, can I? You see, I have to be here. Please don’t imagine that 
1 am making an appointment with you. I hope you’ll believe me 
when 1 say that I have got to be here on some business of my own. 
Oh, very well, I’ll be frank with you : I shan’t mind at all if you come 
here too. To begin with, something unpleasant may happen again as 
it did today, but n* ver mind that ... I mean, I’d really like to see 
you again to — ^to say two words to you. But, mind, don’t think ill of 
me now, will you? Don’t imagine I’m making appointments with 
men so easily. I wouldn’t have made it with you, if. . . . But let thoi 
be my secret. Only first you must promise. . . .*’ 

“I promise anything you like!’’ 1 cried, delighted. “Only say it. 
Tell me anything, beforehand. I agree to everything. I’ll do anything 
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you like. I can answer for myself. I’ll be obedient, respectful. . . . You 
know me, don’t you?” 

“Well, it’s because I know you that I’m asking you to come 
tomorrow,” said the girl, laughing. “I know you awfully well. But, 
mind, if you come it’s on condition that, first (only you will do what 
I ask you, won’t you? — ^You sec. I’m speaking frankly to you), don’t 
fall in love with me. That’s impossible, I assure you. I’m quite 
ready to be your friend. I am, indeed. But you mustn’t fall in love 
with me. So please, don’t.” 

“I swear to you ...” I cried, seizing her hand. 

“No, no. I don’t want any solemn promises. I know you’re 
quite capable of flaring up like gunpowder. Don’t be angry with me 
for speaking to you like this. If you knew. . . . You see, I haven’t 
got anyone, either, to whom to say a word, or whom to ask for 
advice. Of course, it’s silly to expect advice from people one meets ii 
the street, but you are different. I feel I know you so well that 1 
couldn’t ha VP known you better if we’d been friends for twent> 
years. You won’t fail me, will you?” 

“You can depend on me! The only thing is I don’t know how 1 
shall be able to survive for the next twcnty-foiu* hours.” 

“Have a good sleep. Good night, and remember I’ve already 
confided in you. But, as you expressed it so well a few minutes ago, 
one hasn’t really to account for every feeling, even for brotherly 
sympathy, has one? You put it so nicely that I felt at once that you’re 
the sort of person I could confide in.” 

“For goodness’ sake, tell me what it is. Please do.” 

“No, 1 think you’d better wait till tomorrow. Let it remain a 
secret for the time being. So much the better for you : at least from 
a distance it will seem more like a romance. Perhaps I’ll tell you 
tomorrow, perhaps 1 won’t. I’d like to have a good talk to you first, 
get to know you belter ” 

“All right. I’ll tell you all about myself tomorrow. But, good 
Lord, the whole thing is just like a miracle! Where am I? Tell me, 
aren’t you glad you weren’t angry with me, as some other women 
might well have been? Only two minutes, and you’ve made me 
happy for ever. Yes, happy. Who knows, perhaps you’ve reconciled 
me with myself, resolved all my doubts. Perhaps there arc moments 
when I . . . But I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow. You shall know 
everything, everything ” 

“All right, I agree. I think you’d better start first.” 
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“Very well.” 

“Goodbye!” 

“Goodbye!” 

And we parted. I walked about all night. I couldn’t bring myself 
to go home. I was so happy! Till tomorrow! 

SECOND NIGHT 

“Well, so you have survived, haven’t you?” she said to me, 
laughing and pressing both my hands. 

“I’ve been here for the last two hours. You don’t know what Tve 
been through today!” 

“ 1 know, 1 know — ^but to business. Do you know why F ve come? 
Not to talk a lot of nonsense as we did yesterday. You see, we must 
be more sensible in future. I thought about it a lot yesterday.” 

“But how? How are we to be more sensible? Not that I have 
anything against it. But, really, I don’t believe anything more 
sensible has ever happened to me than what’s happening to me at this 
moment.” 

“Oh? Well, first of all, please don’t squeeze my hands like that. 
Secondly, let me tell you I’ve given a lot of thought to you today.” 

“Have you? Well, and what decision have you come to?” 

“What decision? Why, that we ought to start all over again. 
For today I’ve come to the conclusion that 1 don’t know you at all, 
that I’ve behaved like a child, like a silly girl, and of course in the 
end I blamed ray own good heart for everything. I mean, I finished 
up, as everybody always does when they start examining their own 
motives, by passing a vote of thanks to myself. And so, to correct my 
mistake. I’ve made up my mind to find out all about you to the last 
detail. But as there’s no one I can ask about you, you’ll have to tell 
me everything yourself. Everything, absolutely everything! To begin 
with, what sort of man arc you? Come on, start, please! Tell me the 
story of your life.” 

“The story of my life?” I cried, thoroughly alarmed. “But who 
told you there was such a story? I’m afraid there isn’t any.” 

“But how did you manage to live, if there is no story?” she 
interrupted me, laughing. 

“Without any stories whatsoever! I have lived, as they say, 
entirely independently. I mean by myself. Do you know what it 
means to live by oneself?” 
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“How do you mean by yourself? Do you never see anyone at 
all?” 

“Why, no. 1 see all sorts of people, but I’m alone all the same.” 

“Don’t you ever talk to anyone?” 

“Strictly speaking, never.’’ 

“But who are you? Please explain. But wait : 1 think I can guess. 
You’ve probably got a grandmother like me. She’s blind, my 
granny is, and she never lets me go out anywhere, so that I’ve 
almost forgotten how to talk to people. And when I behaved 
^adly about two years ago and she saw that there was no holding 
me, she called me in and pinned my dress to hers — and since then 
we’ve sat pinned to one another like that for days and days. She 
knits a stocking, blind though she is, and I have to sit beside her 
sewing or reading a book to her. It’s a funny sort of situation to be 
in — ^pinned to a person for two years or more.” 

“Good gracious, what bad luck! No, I haven’t got such a grand- 
mother.' 

“If you haven’t, why do you sit at home all the time?” 

“Look here, do you want to know who I am?” 

“Yes, of course!” 

“In the strict meaning of the word?” 

“Yes, in the strictest meaning of the word!” 

“Very well, I’m a character,” 

“A character? What kind of a character?” the girl cried, laughing 
merrily, as though she had not laughed for a whole year. “1 must 
say, you’re certainly great fun! Look, here's a seat. Let’s sit down. No 
one ever comes this way, so no one will overhear us. Well, start your 
story, please! For you’ll never convince me that you haven't got one. 
You’re just trying to conceal it. Now, first of all, what is a character?” 

“A character? Well, it's an original, a queer chap,” I said, and, 
infected by her childish laughter, I burst out laughing myself. “It’s 
a kind of freak. Listen, do you know what a dreamer is?” 

“A dreamer? Of course 1 know. I’m a dreamer myself! Some- 
times when I’m sitting by Granny I get all sorts of queer ideas into 
my head. I mean, once you start dreaming, you let your imagination 
run away with you, so that in the end I even marry a prince of 
royal blood! I don’t know, it's very nice sometimes — dreaming, I 
mean. But, on the whole, perhaps it isn’t. Especially if you have )ots 
of other things to think of,” the girl added, this time rather seriously. 

“Fine! Once you’re married to an emperor, you will, I think, 
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understand me perfectly. Well, listen — ^but don’t you think I ought 
to know your name before starting on the story of my life?” 

“At last! It took you a long time to think of it, didn’t it?” 

“Good lord! I never thought of it. You see, I was so happy 
anyway.” 

“My name’s Nastenka.” 

“Nastcnka! Is that all?” 

“Yes, that’s all. Isn’t it enough for you, you insatiable person?” 

“Not enough? Why, not at all. It’s more than I expected, much 
more than I expected, Nastenka, my dear, dear girl, if I may call 
you by your pet name, if from the very first you — ^you become 
Nastenka to me!” 

“I’m glad you’re satisfied at last! Well?” 

“Well, Nastenka, just listen what an absurd story it all is.” 

I sat down beside her, assumed a pedantically serious pose, and 
began as though reading from a book : 

“There are, if you don’t happen to know it already, Nastenka, 
some very strange places in Petersburg. It is not the same sun which 
shines upon all the other people of the city that looks in there, but 
quite a different sun, a new sun, one specially ordered for those 
places, and the light it sheds on everything is also a different, 
peculiar sort of light. In those places, dear Nastenka, the people also 
seem to live quite a different life, unlike that which surges all round 
us, a life which could only be imagined to exist in some faraway 
foreign country beyond the seven seas, and not at all in our country 
and in these much too serious times. Well, it is that life which is a 
mixture of something purely fantastic, something fervently ideal, 
and, at the same time (alas, Nastenka!), something frightfully 
prosaic and ordinary, not to say incredibly vulgar.” 

“My goodness, what an awful introduction! What shall 1 be 
hearing next, 1 wonder?” 

“What will you be hearing next, Nastenka (1 don’t think 1 shall 
ever get tired of calling you Nastenka), is that these places are 
inhabited by strai.ge people — ^by dreamers. A dreamer — if you must 
know its exact definition — ^is not a man, but a sort of creature of the 
neuter gender. He settles mostly in some inaccessible place, as thougli 
anxious to hide in it even from the light of day ; and once he gets 
inside his room, he’ll stick to it like a snail, or, at all events, he is in 
this respect very like that amusing animal which is an animal and a 
house both at one and the same time and bears the name of tortoise. 
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Why, do you think, is he so fond of his four walls, invariably painted 
green, grimy, dismal and reeking unpardonably of tobacco smoke? 
Why does this funny fellow, when one of his new friends comes to 
visit him (he usually ends up by losing all his friends one by one), why 
does this absurd person meet him with such an embarrassed look? 
Why is he so put out of countenance? Why is he thrown into such 
confusion, as though he had just committed some terrible crime 
within his four walls? As though he had been forging paper money? 
Or writing some atrocious poetry to be sent to a journal with an 
anonymous letter, in which he will explain that, the poet having 
recently died, he, his friend, deems it his sacred duty to publish his 
verses? Can you tell me, Nastenka, why the conversation between 
the two friends never really gets going? Why doesn’t laughter or 
some witty remark escape the lips of the peiplexed caller, who had so 
inopportunely dropped out of the blue, and who at other times is so 
fond of laughter and all sorts of quips and cranks? And conversa- 
tions about the fair sex. And other cheerful subjects. And why does 
the visitor, who is most probably a recent acquaintance and on his 
first visit— for in this case there will never be a second, and his visitor 
will never call again — why, 1 say, docs this visitor feel so embar- 
rassed himself? ’ Vh>, in spite of his wit (if, that is, he has any), is he 
so tongue-tied as he looks at the disconcerted face of his host, who 
is, in turn, utterly at a loss and bewildered after his herculean 
cflbrts to smooth things over, and fumbles desperately for a subject 
to enliven the conversation, to convince his host that he, too, is a 
man of the world, tliat he too can talk of the fair sex? The host does 
everything in fact to please the poor man, who seems to have come 
to the wrong place and called on him by mistake, by at least showing 
how anxious he is to entertain him. And why docs the visitor, 
having most conveniently remembered a most urgent business 
appointment, which never existed, all of a sudden grab his hat and 
take his leave, snatching away his hand from the clammy grasp of 
his host, who, in a vain attempt to recover what is irretrievably lost, 
is doing his best to show how sorry he is? Why does his friend burst 
out laughing the moment he finds himself on the other side of the 
door? Why does he vow never to call on this queer fellow again, 
excellent fellow though he undoubtedly is? Why at the same time 
can’t he resist the temptation of indulging in the amusing, if rather 
far-fetched, fancy of comparing the face of his friend during his 
visit with the expression of an unhappy kitten, roughly handled, 
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frightened, and subjected to all sorts of indignities, by children who 
had treacherously captured and humiliated it? A kitten that hides 
itself away from its tormentors under a chair, in the dark, where, 
left in peace at last, it cannot help bristling up, spitting, and washing 
its insulted face with both paws for a whole hour, and long after- 
wards looking coldly at life and nature and even the bits saved up 
for it from the master’s table by a sympathetic housekeeper? ” 

“Now, look,” interrupted Nastenka, who had listened to me all 
the time in amazement, opening her eyes and pretty mouth, “look, 
I haven’t the faintest idea why it all happened and why you should 
ask me such absurd questions. All 1 know is that all these adventures 
have most certainly happened to you, and exactly as you told me.” 

“Indubitably,” I replied, keeping a very straight face. 

“Well,” said Nastenka, “if it’s indubitably, then please go on, 
for I’m dying to hear how it will all end.” 

“You want to know, Nastenka, what our hero did in his room, 
or rather what I did in my room, since the hero of this story is none 
other than my own humble self? You want to know why I was so 
alarmed and upset for a whole day by the unexpected visit of a friend? 
You want to know why T was in such a flurry of excitement, why I 
blushed to the roots of my hair, when the door of my room opened? 
Why I was not able to entertain my visitor, and why I perished so 
ignominiously, crushed by the weight of my own hospitality?” 

“Yes, yes, of course I do,” answered Nastenka. “That’s the whole 
point. And, please, I do appreciate the beautiful way in which you’re 
telling your story, but don’t you think perhaps you ought to tell it a 
little less beautifully? You see, you talk as if you were reading from 
a book.” 

“Nastenka,” I said in a very grave and solemn voice, scarcely able 
to keep myself from laughing, “dear Nastenka, I know I’m telling 
my story very beautifully, but I’m afraid I can’t tell it any other way. 
For at this moment, Nastenka, at this moment, I am like the spirit 
of King Solomon when, after being imprisoned for a thousand years 
in ajar under seven jeals, all the seven seals have at last been removed. 
At this moment, dear Nastenka, when we’ve met again after so long 
a separation — ^for I’ve known you for ages, dear Nastenka, for I’ve 
been looking for someone for ages and that’s a sure sign that it was 
you I was looking for and, moreover, that it was ordained that we 
two should meet now— just at this very moment, Nastenka, a 
thousand floodgates have opened up in my head and I must over- 
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flow in a cataract of words, or I shall burst. So I beg you to listen to 
me like a good and obedient girl and not to interrupt me, Nastenka, 
or I shan’t say another word.” 

“No, no, no! Please, go on. You mustn’t stop. I shan’t say another 
word, I promise.” 

“Well, to continue. There is, Nastenka, my dear, dear friend, one 
hour in my day which I love exceedingly. It is the hour when practic- 
ally all business, office hours and duties are at an end, and everyone 
is hurrying home to dinner, to lie down, to have a rest, and as they 
lavalk along they think of other pleasant ways of spending the even- 
ing, the night, and the rest of their leisure time. At that hour our 
hero — for 1 must ask your permission, Nastenka, to tell my story in 
the third person, for one feels awfully ashamed to tell it in the first — 
and so at that hour our hero, who has not been wasting his time, 
either, is walking along with the others. But a strange expression of 
pleasure p^ays on his pale and slightly crumpled-looking face. It is 
not with indiffcience that he looks at the sunset which is slowly 
fading on the cold Petersburg sky. When I say he looks. I’m telling 
a lie : he docs not look at it, but is contemplating it without, as it 
were, being aware of it himself, as though he were tired or pre- 
occupied at the same time with some other more interesting subject, 
being able to spare only a passing and almost unintentional glance 
at what is taking place around him. He is glad to have finished till 
next day with all tiresome business. He is happy as a schoolboy who 
has been let out of the classroom and is free to devote all his time 
to his favourite games and forbidden pastimes. Take a good look 
at him, Nastenka : you will at once perceive that his feeling of joy has 
had a pleasant effect on his weak nerves and his morbidly excited 
imagination. Look! he is thinking of something. Of dinner perhaps? 
Or how he's going to spend the evening? What is he looking at like 
that? At the gentleman of the solidly prosperous exterior who is 
bowing so picturesquely to the lady who drives past in a splendid 
carriage drawn by a pair of mettlesome horses? No, Nastenka, what 
do all those trivial things matter to him now? He is rich beyond 
compare with his own individual life; he has become rich in the 
twinkling of an eye, as it were, and it was not for nothing that the 
farewell ray of the setting sun flashed so gaily across his vision and 
called forth a whole swarm of impressions from his glowing heart. 
Now he hardly notices the road on which at any other time every 
trivial detail would have attracted his attention. Now ‘the Goddess 
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of Fancy’ (if you have read your Zhukovsky, dear Nastenka) has 
already spun the golden warp with her wanton hand and is at this 
very moment weaving patterns of a wondrous, fantastic life before 
his mind’s eye — and, who knows, maybe has transported him with 
her wanton hand to the seventh crystalline sphere from the excellent 
granite pavement on which he is now wending his way home. Try 
stopping him now, ask him suddenly where he is standing now, 
through what streets he has been walking, and it is certain he will 
not be able to remember anything, neither where he has been, nor 
where he is standing now, and, flushing with vexation, he will most 
certainly tell some lie to save appearances. That is why he starts 
violently, almost crying out, and looks round in horror when a dear 
old lady stops him in the middle of the pavement and politely asks 
him the way. Frowning with vexation, he walks on, scarcely aware of 
the passers-by who smile as they look at him and turn round to 
follow him with their eyes. He does not notice the little girl who, 
after timidly making way for him, bursts out laughing as she gazes 
at his broad, contemplative smile and wild gesticulations. And still 
the same fancy in her frolicsome flight catches up the old lady, the 
passers-by, the laughing little girl, and the bargees who have settled 
down to their evening meal on the barges which dam up the Fontanka 
(our hero, let us suppose, is walking along the Fontanka Embank- 
ment at that moment), and playfully weaves everybody and every- 
thing into her canvas, like a fly in a spider’s web. And so, with fresh 
food for his fancy to feed on, the queer fellow at last comes home to 
his comfortable little den and sits down to his dinner. It is long 
after he has finished his meal, however, when, after clearing the 
table, Matryona, the preoccupied and everlastingly melancholy old 
woman who waits on him, gives him his pipe, that he recovers from 
his reverie and is shocked to find that he has had his dinner, although 
he has no recollection whatever how it has all happened. It has 
grown dark in the little room ; he feels empty and forlorn ; his castle 
in the air comes crumbling noiselessly around him, without a sound, 
and it vanishes like a dream, without leaving a trace behind, and 
he cannot remember himself what he was dreaming of. But a vague 
sensation faintly stirs his blood and a perturbation such as he has 
known many times before agitates his breast. A new longing 
temptingly tickles and excites his fancy, and imperceptibly conjures 
up a whole swarm of fresh phantoms. Si lence reigns in the 1 ittle room ; 
solitude and a feeling of indolence enfold his imagination in a sweet 
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embrace; it catches iire, burning gently at first, simmering like the 
water in the coffee-pot of old Matryona, who is moving placidly 
about her kitchen, making her execrable coffee. Very soon it begins 
flaring up fitfully, and the book, picked up aimlessly and at random, 
drops out of the hand of my dreamer, before he has reached the third 
page. His imagination is once more ready for action, excited, and 
in a flash a new world, a new fascinating life, once more opens up 
enchanting vistas before him. A new dream — ^new happiness! A new 
dose of subtle, voluptuous poison! Oh, what is there in our hum- 
ijpim existence to interest him? To his corrupted mind, our life, 
Nastenka, yours and mine, is so dull, so slow, so insipid! To his 
mind wc are all so dissatisfied with our fate, so tired of our life! 
And, to be sure, Nastenka, how cold, gloomy, and, as it were, out 
of humour everything about us is at the first glance! ‘Poor things!* 
my dreamer thinks. And it is not surprising that he should think so! 
Look at those magical phantoms which so enchantingly, so capri- 
ciously, so vastly, and so boundlessly, are conjured up before his 
mind’s eye in so magical and thrilling a picture, a picture in which, 
needless to say, he himself, our dreamer, in his own precious person, 
occupies the most prominent place! Look what an amazing sea of 
adventures, what a never-ending paradise of ecstatic dreams! You 
will perhaps ask me what is he dreaming of? But why ask? He is 
dreaming of everything — of the mission of the poet, first unrecognised, 
then crowned with laurels, of St. Bartholomew’s Night, of Diana 
Vernon, the heroine of ‘Rob Roy’, of what a heroic role he would 
have played at the taking of Kazan by Ivan Vassilyevich, of Walter 
Scott’s other heroines — Clara Mowbray and Effie Deans, of the 
Council of the Prelates and Huss before them, of the rising of the 
dead in ‘Robert the Devil’ (remember the music? It smells of the 
churchyard!), of the Battle of Berezina, of the poetry reading at 
Countess Vorontsova-Dashkova’s, of Danton, of Cleopatra i suoi 
amanti, of Pushkin’s ‘Little House in Kolomna’, of his own little 
home and a sweet creature beside him, who is listening to him, with 
her pretty mouth and eyes open, as you are listening to me now, my 

dear little angel No, Nastenka, what can he, voluptuous sluggard 

that he is, what can he find so attractive in the life which you and I 
desire so much? He thinks it a poor, miserable sort of life, and little 
does he know that some day perhaps the unhappy hour will strike 
for him too, when he will gladly give up all his fantastical years for 
one day of that miserable life, and give them up not in exchange 
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for joy or happiness, but without caring what befalls him in that hour 
of affliction, remorse, and unconstrained grief. But so long as that 
perilous time is not yet — ^he desires nothing, for he is above all desire, 
for he is sated, for he is the artist of his own life, which he re-creates 
in himself to suit whatever new fancy he pleases. And how easily, 
how naturally, is this imaginary, fantastic world created! As though 
it were not a dream at all! Indeed, he is sometimes ready to believe 
that all this life is not a vision conjured up by his overwrought mind, 
not a mirage, nor a figment of the imagination, but something real, 
something that actually exists! Why, Nastenka, why, tell me, does 
one feel so out of breath at such moments? Why — through what 
magic? through what strange whim? — is the pulse quickened, do 
tears gush out of the eyes of the dreamer? Why do his pale, moist 
cheeks burn? Why is all his being filled with such indescribable 
delight? Why is it that long, sleepless nights pass, as though they 
were an infinitesimal fraction of time, in unending joy and happiness? 
And why, when the rising sun casts a rosy gleam through the window 
and fills the gloomy room with its uncertain, fantastic light, as it so 
often does in Petersburg, docs our dreamer, worn out and exhausted, 
fling himself on the bed and fall asleep, faint with the raptures of 
his morbidly overwrought spirit, and with such a weary, languorously 
sweet ache in his heart? No, Nastenka, you can’t help deceiving 
yourself, you can’t help persuading yourself that his soul is stirred 
by some true, some genuine passion, you can’t help believing that 
there is something alive and palpable in his vain and empty dreams! 
And what a delusion it all is! Now, for instance, love pierces his 
heart with all its boundless rapture, with all its pains and agonies. 
Only look at him and you will be convinced. Can you, looking at 
him, Nastenka, believe that he really never knew her whom he loved 
so dearly in his frenzied dream? Can it be that he has only seen her in 
ravishing visions, and that his passion has been nothing but an 
illusion? Can it be that they have never really spent so many years of 
their lives together, hand in hand, alone, just the two of them, 
renouncing the res. of the world, and each of them entirely preoccu- 
pied with their own world, their own life? Surely it is she who at the 
hour of their parting, late at night, lies grieving and sobbing on his 
bosom, unmindful of the raging storm beneath the relentless sky, 
unmindful of the wind that snatches and carries away the tears from 
her dark eyelashes! Surely all this is not a dream — this garden, 
gloomy, deserted, run wild, with its paths overgrown with weeds, 
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dark and secluded, where they used to walk so often together, where 
they used to hope, grieve, love, love each other so well, so tenderly 
and so well! And this queer ancestral mansion, where she has spent 
so many years in solitude and sadness with her morose old husband, 
always silent and ill-tempered, who fri^tened them, who were as 
timid as children, and who in their fear and anguish hid their love 
from each other. What misery they suffered, what pangs of terror! 
How innocent, how pure their love was, and (1 need hardly tell you, 
Nastenka) how malicious people were! And why, of course, he meets 
har afterwards, far from his native shores, beneath the scorching 
southern sky of an alien land, in the wonderful Eternal City, amid the 
dazzling splendours of a ball, to the thunder of music, in a palazzo 
(yes, most certainly in a palazzo) flooded with light, on the balcony 
wreathed in myrtle and roses, where, recognising him, she hastily 
removes her mask, and whispering, ‘I’m free!’ breaks into sobs and 
flings herself trembling in his arms. And with a cry of rapture, 
clinging to each other, they at once forget their unhappiness, their 
parting, all their sufferings, the dismal house, the old man, the 
gloomy garden in their far-away country, and the seat on which, with 
a last passionate kiss, she tore herself away from his arms, numbed 
with anguish and despair. . . . Oh, you must agree, Nastenka, that 
anyone would start, feci embarrassed, and blush like a schoolboy 
who has just stuffed in his pocket an apple stolen from a neighbour’s 
garden, if some stalwart, lanky fellow, a fellow fond of a joke and 
merry company, opened your door and shouted, ‘Hullo, old chap, 
I’ve just come from Pavlovsk! ‘Good Lord! The old count is dying, 
ineffable bliss is close at hand — and here people come from Pavlovsk! ” 
Having finished my pathetic speech, L lapsed into no less pathetic 
a silence. I remember 1 wished terribly that 1 could, somehow, in 
spite of myself, burst out laughing, for I was already feeling that a 
wicked little devil was stirring within me, that my throat was begin- 
ning to tighten, my chin to twitch, and my eyes to fill with tears. 
1 expected Nastenka, who listened to me with wide-open, intelligent 
eyes, to break into her childish and irresistibly gay laughter. 1 was 
already regretting that I had gone too far, that I had been wasting 
my time in telling her what had been accumulating for so long a 
time in my heart, and about which 1 could speak as though I had it 
all written down — because I had long ago passed judgment cm 
myself, and could not resist the temptation to read it out loud, 
though 1 admit 1 never expected to be understood. But to my surprise 
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she said nothing, and, after a pause, pressed my hand gently and 
asked with timid sympathy : 

“Surely you haven’t lived like that all your life, have you?” 

“Yes, Nastenka, all my life,” I replied, “all my life, and I’m 
afraid I shall go on like that to the very end.” 

“No, you mustn’t do that,” she said, “that must not be, for if it 
were so, I too might spend all my life beside my granny. Don’t you 
think it’s just too awful to live like that?” 

“I know, Nastenka, I know,” I cried, unable to restrain my feelings 
any longer. “More than ever do 1 realise now that I’ve been wasting 
the best years of my life. I know that, and the realisation of it is all 
the more painful to me now that God has sent me you, my good 
angel, to tell me that and to prove it to me. Sitting beside you and 
talking to you now, I feel terrified to think of the future, for in my 
future I can discern nothing but more loneliness, more of this stale 
and unprofitable life. And what is there left for me to dream of now 
that I’ve been so happy beside you in real life and not in a dream? 
Oh, bless you, bless you a thousand times, my dear, for not having 
turned away from me at first, for making it possible for me to say 
that for at least two evenings in my life I have really lived! ” 

“Oh, no, no,” Nastenka cried, and tears glistened in her eyes, “it 
can’t go on like that! We shan’t part like that! What arc two evenings 
in a man’s life?” 

“Oh, Nastenka, Nastenka, do you realise that you’ve reconciled 
me to myself for a long, long time? Do you know that I shall never 
again think so ill of myself as I have sometimes done in the past? 
Do you know that I shall never again accuse myself of committing 
a crime and a sin in the way I live, for such a life is a crime and a 
sin? And for goodness sake don’t imagine I’ve exaggerated anything. 
Please, don’t imagine that, Nastenka, for there are moments when 
I’m plunged into such gloom, such a black gloom! Because at such 
moments I’m almost ready to believe that I shall never be able to 
start living in earnest; because the thought has already occurred to 
me often that I ha\ e lost all touch with life, all understanding of what 
is real and actual ; because, finally, I have cursed myself ; because 
already after my fantastic nights I have moments of returning sanity, 
moments which fill me with horror and dismay! You see, I can’t 
help being aware of the crowd being whirled with a roaring noise 
in the vortex of life, I can’t help hearing and seeing people living 
real lives. I realise that their life is not made to order, that their life 
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will not vanish like a dream, like a vision ; that their life is eternally 
renewing itself, that it is eternally young, that not one hour of it 
is like another. No! Timid fancy is dreary and monotonous to the 
point of drabness. It is the slave of every shadow, of every idea. The 
slave of the first cloud that of a sudden drifts across the sun and 
reduces every Petersburg heart, which values the sun so highly, to a 
state of morbid melancholy — and what is the use of fancy when one 
is plimged into melancholy! You feel that this inexhaustible fancy 
grows weary at last and exhausts itself from the never-ending strain. 
Pbr, after all, you do grow up, you do outgrow your ideals, which 
turn to dust and ashes, which are shattered into fragments ; and if 
you have no other life, you just have to build One up out of these 
fragments. And meanwhile your soul is all the time craving and 
longing for something else. And in vain does the dreamer rummage 
about in his old dreams, raking them over as though they were a heap 
of cinders. !o''Ving in these cinders for some spark, however tiny, to 
fan it into a flame so as to warm his chilled blood by it and revive 
in it all that he held so dear before, all that touched his heart, that 
made his blood course through his veins, that drew tears from his 
eyes, and that so splendidly deceived him! Do you realise, Nastenka, 
how far things have gone with me? Do you know that Tm forced 
now to celebrate the anniversary of my own sensations, the anniver- 
sary of that which was once so dear to me, but which never really 
existed? For I keep this anniversary in memory of those empty, 
foolish dreams! I keep it because even those foolish dreams are no 
longer there, because 1 have nothing left with which to replace them, 
for even dreams, Nastenka, have to be replaced by something! Do 
you know that 1 love to call to mind and revisit at certain dates the 
places where in my own fashion I was once so happy? I love to build 
up my present in harmony with my irrevocably lost past ; and I often 
wander about like a shadow, aimlessly and without purpose, sad 
and dejected, through the alleys and streets of Petersburg. What 
memories they conjure up! For instance, 1 remember that exactly a 
year ago, at exactly this hour, on this very pavement, I wandered 
about cheerlessly and alone just as 1 did today. And I can’t help 
remembering that at the time, too, my dreams were sad and dreary, 
and though I did not feel better then 1 somehow can’t help feeling 
that it was better, that life was more peaceful, that at least I 
was not then obsessed by the black thoughts that haunt me 
now, that I did not suffer from these gloomy and miserable qualms 
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of conscience which now give me no rest either day or by ni^t. 
And you ask yourself— where are your dreams? And you shake your 
head and murmur: how quickly time flies! And you ask yourself 
again — what have you done with your time, where have you buried 
the best years of your life? Have you lived or not? Look, you say to 
yourself, look how everything in the world is growing cold. Some 
more years will pass, and they wilt be followed by cheerless solitude, 
and then will come tottering old age, with its crutch, and after it 
despair and desolation. Your fantastic world will fade away, your 
dreams will wilt and die, scattering like yellow leaves from the trees. 
Oh, Nastenka, what can be more heartbreaking than to be left 
alone, all alone, and not have anything to regret even — ^nothing, 
absolutely nothing, because all you’ve lost was nothing, nothing 
but a silly round zero, nothing but an empty dream!” 

“Don’t,” said Nastenka, wiping a tear which rolled down her 
cheek, “please don’t! You’ll make me cry if you go on like that. All 
that is finished! From now on we shall be together. We’ll never 
part, whatever happens to me now. You know. I’m quite an ordinaiy 
girl. I’m not well educated, though Granny did engage a teacher for 
me, but I do understand you, for I went through all that you've 
described when Granny pinned me to her dress. Of course, 1 could 
never have described it as well as you,” she added diffidently, for 
she was still feeling a sort of respect for my pathetic speech and my 
high-flown style, “because I’m not educated ; but I’m very glad you’ve 
told me everything about yourself. Now I know you properly. And — 
do you know what? I’d like to tell you the story of my life too, all 
of it, without concealing anything, and after that you must give me 
some good advice. You’re so clever, and Fd like to ask your advice. 
Do you promise to give it me?” 

“Oh, Nastenka,” I replied, “though I’ve never given any advice 
to anyone before, and though I’m certainly not clever enough to 
give good advice, I can see now that if we always lived like this, it 
would be very clever of us, and we should give each other a lot of 
good advice! Well, my sweet Nastenka, what sort of advice do you 
want? I’m now so gay, happy, bold, and clever that I’m sure I shan’t 
have any difficulty in giving you the best advice in the world! ” 

“No, no,” Nastenka interrupted, laughing, “it isn’t only good 
advice that I want. I also want warm, brotherly advice, just as though 
you’d been fond of me for ages! ” 

“Agreed, Nastenka, agreed!” 1 cried with enthusiasm. “And if 
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I’d been fond of you for twenty years, I couldn’t have been fonder 
of you than I am now! ” 

“Your hand!” said Nastenka. 

“Here it is!” I replied, giving her my hand. 

“Very well, let’s begin my story!” 

nastenka’s story 

“Half my story you know already, T mean, you know that I have 
ai% old grandmother.” 

“ If theother half is as short as this one ” 1 interrupted, laughing. 

“Be quiet and listen. First of all you must promise not to interrupt 
me, or I shall get confused. Well, please listen quietly. 

“1 have an old grandmother. I’ve lived with her ever since I was 
a little girl, for my mother and father are dead. I suppose my 
grandmother must have been rich once, for she likes to talk of the 
good old days. It was she who taught me French and afterwards 
engaged a teacher for me. When I was fifteen (I’m seventeen now) 
my lessons stopped. It was at that time that I misbehaved rather 
badly. 1 shan't tell you what 1 did. It’s sufficient to say that my 
offence was not very great. Only Granny called me in one morning 
^d saying that she couldn’t look after me properly because she was 
blind, she took a safety-pin and pinned my dress to hers. She told me 
that if I didn’t mend my ways, we should remain pinned to each 
other for the rest of our lives. In short, at first, I found it quite 
impossible to get away from her: my work, my reading, and my 
lessons had all to be done beside my grandmother. I did try to trick 
her once by persuading Fyokla to sit in my place. Fyokla is our 
maid. She is very deaf. Well, so Fyokla took my place. Granny 
happened to fall asleep in her armchair at the time, and I ran off to 
see a friend of mine who lives close by. But, I'm afraid, it all ended 
most disastrously. Granny woke up while I was out and asked for 
something, thinking that I was still sitting quietly in my place. 
Fyokla saw of course that Granny wanted something, but could not 
tell what it was. She wondered and wondered what to do and in the 
end undid the pm and ran out of the room ” 

Here Nastenka stopped and began laughing. I, loo, burst out 
laughing with her, which made her stop at once. 

“Look, you mustn’t laugh at Granny. I’m laughing because it 
was so funny. . . . Well, anyway. I’m afraid it can’t be helped. 
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Granny is like that, but I do love the poor old dear a little for all 
that. Well, I did catch it properly that time. I was at once told to 
sit down in my old place, and after that 1 couldn’t make a move 
without her noticing it. 

“Oh, I forgot to tell you that we live in our own house, I mean, of 
course, in Granny’s house. It’s a little wooden house, with only 
three windows, and it’s as old as Granny herself. It has an attic, and 
one day a new lodger came to live in the attic ” 

“There was an old lodger then?” 1 remarked, by the way. 

“Yes, of course, there was an old lodger,” replied Nastenka, 
“and let me tell you, he knew how to hold his tongue better than 
you. As a matter of fact, he hardly ever used it at all. He was a very 
dried up old man, dumb, blind and lame, so that in the end he just 
could not go on living and died. Well, of course, we had to get a new 
lodger, for we can’t live without one: the rent we get from our 
attic together with Granny’s pension is almost all the income we 
have. Our new lodger, as it happened, was a young man, a stranger 
who had some business in Petersburg. As he did not haggle over the 
rent. Granny let the attic to him, and then asked me, ‘Tell me, 
Nastenka, what is our lodger like — is he young or old?’ 1 didn’t 
want to tell her a lie, so I said, ‘He isn’t vei 7 young, Granny, but he 
isn’t very old, either.’ 

“‘Is he good-looking?’ Granny asked. 

“Again I didn’t want to tell her a lie. ‘He isn’t bad-looking, 
Granny,’ I said. Well, so Granny said, ‘Oh dear, that’s bad, that's 
very bad! I tell you this because I don't want you to make a fool of 
yourself over him. Oh, what terrible times we're living in! A poor 
lodger and he would be good-looking too! Not like the old days! ’ 

“Granny would have liked everything to be like the old days! 
She was younger in the old days, the sun was much warmer in the 
old days, the milk didn’t turn so quickly in the old days — every- 
thing was so much belter in the old days! Well, 1 just sat there and 
said nothing, but all the time 1 was thinking. Why is Granny 
warning me? Why did she ask whether our lodger was young and 
good-looking? Well, anyway, the thought only crossed my mind, 
and soon I was counting my stitches again (I was knitting a stocking 
at the time), and forgot all about it. 

“Well, one morning our lodger came down to remind us that we 
had promised to paper his room for him. One thing led to another, 
for Granny likes talking to people, and then she told me to go to her 
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bedroom and fetch her accounts. I jumped up, blushed all over — I 
don’t know why — and forgot that I was pinned to Granny. I never 
thought of undoing the pin quietly, so that our lodger shouldn’t 
notice, but dashed off so quickly that I pulled Granny’s armchair 
after me. When I saw that our lodger knew all about me now, I got 
red in the face, stopped dead as though rooted to the floor, and sud* 
dcnly burst into tears. I felt so ashamed and miserable at that 
moment that I wished I was dead! Granny shouted at me, ‘What are 
you standing there like that for?’ But that made me cry worse than 
ever. When our lodger saw that I was ashamed on account of him, 
he took his leave and went away at once! 

“Ever since that morning I’ve nearly fainted every time I’ve 
heard a noise in the passage. It must be the lodger. I’d think, and 
I’d undo the pin very quietly just in case it was he. But it never 
was our lodger. He never came. After a fortnight our lodger sent 
word with Fvokla that he had a lot of French books, and that they 
were all good books which he knew wc would enjoy reading, and 
that he would be glad to know whether Granny would like me to 
choose a book to read to her because he was sure she must be 
bored. Granny accepted our lodger’s kind offer gratefully, but she 
kept asking me whether the books were good books, for if the books 
were bad, she wouldn’t let me read them because she didn’t want me 
to get wrong ideas into my head.” 

‘‘‘What wrong ideas, Granny? What’s wrong with those books?’ 

” ‘Oh,’ she said, ‘ it’s all about how young men seduce decent girls, 
and how on the excuse that they want to marry them, they elope with 
them and then leave them to their own fate, and how the poor crea- 
tures all come to a bad end. I’ve read a great many such books,’ said 
Granny, ‘ and everything is described so beautifully in them that I used 
to keep awake all night, reading them on the quiet. So mind you don’t 
read them, Nastenka,’ she said. ‘What looks has he sent?’ 

‘“They’re all novels by Walter Scott, Granny.’ 

‘“Walter Scott’s novels? Are you certain, Nastenka, there isn't 
some trickery there? Make sure, dear, he hasn’t put a love-letter in 
one of them.’ 

‘“No, Granny,’ 1 said, ‘there's no love letter.’ 

‘“Oh dear,’ said Granny, ‘look in the binding, there’s a good 
girl. Sometimes they stuft' it in the binding, the scoundrels.’ 

‘“No, Granny, there’s nothing in the binding.’ 

‘“Well, that’s all right then!’ 
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“ So we Started reading Walter Scott, and in a month or so we had 
read through almost half of his novels. Then he sent us some more 
books. He sent us Pushkin. And in the end I didn’t know what to 
do if 1 had no book to read, and I gave up dreaming of marrying a 
prince of royal blood. 

‘’So it went on till one day I happened to meet our lodger on the 
stairs. Granny had sent me to fetch something. He stopped. 1 blushed 
and he blushed. However, he laughed, said good morning to me, asked 
me how Granny was, and then said, ‘ Well, have you read the books? ’ I 
said, ‘ Yes, wc have.’ ‘ Which did you like best? ’ I said, ‘ I liked Ivanhoe 
and Pushkin best of all.’ That was all that happened that time. 

“A week later I again happened to meet him on the stairs. 
That time Granny had not sent me for anything, but I had gone up 
up to fetch something myself. It was past two in the afternoon, 
when our lodger usually came home. ‘Good afternoon,’ he said. 
‘Good afternoon,’ I said. 

“‘Don’t you feel awfully bored sitting with your Granny all day?’ 
he said. 

“The moment he asked me that, I blushed — I don’t know why. 
I felt awfully ashamed, and hurt, too, because I suppose it was clear 
that even strangers were beginning to wonder how I could sit all day 
long pinned to my Granny. I wanted to go away without answering, 
but I just couldn’t summon enough strength to do that. 

“‘Look here,’ he said, ‘you’re a nice girl, and I hope you don’t 
mind my telling you that I’m more anxious even than your Granny 
that you should be happy. Have you no girl friends at all whom 
you’d like to visit?’ 

“ I told him 1 hadn’t any. I had only one, Mashenka, but she had 
gone away to Pskov. 

“Would you like to go to the theatre with me?’ he asked. 

“‘To the theatre? But what about Granny?’ 

“‘Couldn’t you come without her knowing anything about it?’ 

“ ‘No, sir,’ I said. ‘I don’t want to deceive my Granny. Goodbye.’ 

“‘Goodbye,’ he said, and went upstairs without another word. 

“After dinner, however, he came down to see us. He sat down 
and had a long talk with Granny. He asked her whether she ever 
went out, whether she had any friends, and then suddenly he said, 
‘I’ve taken a box for the opera for this evening. They’re giving The 
Barber of Seville. Some friends of mine wanted to come, but they 
couldn’t manage it, and now the tickets are left on my hands.’ 
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TAc Barber of Seville T cried my Granny. ‘Why, is it the same 
barber they used to act in the old days?’ 

“‘Yes,’ he replied, ‘it’s the same barber,’ and he glanced at me. 

“Of course 1 understood everything. I blushed and my heart 
began thumping in anticipation. 

“‘Oh,’ said Granny, ‘I know all about him! I used to play Rosina 
myself in the old days at private theatricals.’ 

“‘Would you like to go today?’ said the lodger. “My ticket will 
be wasted if nobody comes.’ 

v“‘ Yes, I suppose we could go,’ said Granny. ‘Why shouldn’t we? 
My Nastenka has never been to a theatre before.’ 

“My goodness, wasn’t I glad! We started getting ready at once, 
put on our best clothes, and went off. Granny couldn’t see anything, 
of course, because she is blind, but she wanted to hear the music, 
and, besides, she’s really very kind-hearted, the old dear. She 
wanted me go and enjoy myself, for we would never have gone by 
ourselves. Well, I won’t tell you what my impression of The Barber 
of Seville was. I’ll merely mention that our lodger looked at me 
so nicely the whole evening, and he spoke so nicely to me that I 
guessed at once that he had only meant to try me out in the after- 
noon, to see whether I would have gone with him alone. Oh, I was 
so happy! 1 went to bed feeling so proud, so gay, and my heart was 
beating so fast that I felt a little feverish and raved all night about 
The Barber of Seville. 

“I thought he’d come and see us more and more often after that, 
but it turned out quite differently. He almost stopped coming 
altogether. He’d come down once a month, perhaps, and even then 
only to invite us to the theatre. We went twice to the theatre with 
him. Only I wasn’t a bit happy about it. I could see that he was 
simply sorry for me because I was treated so abominably by my 
grandmother, and that otherwise he wasn't interested in me at all. 
So it went on till I couldn’t bear it any longer : I couldn’t sit still 
for a minute, I couldn’t read anything, I couldn’t work. Sometimes 
I'd burst out laughing and do something just to annoy Granny, and 
sometimes I’d just burst into tears. In the end I got terribly thin and 
was nearly ill. The opera season was over, and our lodger stopped 
coming down to see us altogether, and when wc did meet — always 
on the stairs, of course — ^he’d just bow to me silently, and look vciy 
serious as though he did not want to talk to me, and he’d be out on 
the front steps while I’d still be standing half way up the stairs, red 
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as a cherry, for every time I met him all my blood rushed to my 
head. 

*‘Well, I’ve almost finished. Just a year ago, in May, our lodger 
came down to our drawing-room and told Granny that he had 
finished his business in Petersburg and was leaving for Moscow 
where he would have to stay a whole year. When I heard that I went 
pale and sank back in my chair as though in a faint. Granny did not 
notice anything, and he, having told us that he was giving up his 
room, took his leave and went away. 

“What was I to do? I thought and thought, worried and worried, 
and at last I made up my mind. As he was leaving tomorrow, 1 
decided to make an end to it all after Granny had gone to bed. I 
tied up all my clothes in a bundle and, more dead than alive, went 
upstairs with my bundle to see our lodger. 1 suppose it must have 
taken me a whole hour to walk up the stairs to the attic. When 1 
opened the door of his room, he cried out as he looked at me. He 
thought I was a ghost. He quickly fetched a glass of water for me, 
for I could hardly stand on my feet. My heart was beating very fast, 
my head ached terribly, and I felt all in a daze. When 1 recovered 
a little, I just put my bundle on his bed, sat down beside it, buried 
my face in my hands, and burst into a flood of tears. He seemed to 
have understood everything at once, and he stood before me looking 
so pale and gazing at me so sadly that my heart nearly broke. 

“‘Listen, Nastenka,’ he said, ‘I can’t do anything now. I’m a poor 
man. I haven’t got anything at present, not even a decent job. How 
would we live, if I were to marry you?’ 

“We talked for a long time, and in the end I worked myself up 
into a real frenzy and told him that I couldn’t go on living with my 
grandmother any more, that I’d run away from her, that 1 didn’t want 
to be fastened by a pin all my life, and that, if he liked. I’d go to 
Moscow with him because I couldn’t live without him. Shame, love, 
pride seemed to speak in me all at once, and 1 fell on the bed almost 
in convulsions. I was so afraid that he might refuse to take me! 

“He sat in silence for a few minutes, then he got up, went to me, 
and took me by the hand. 

“‘Listen to me, darling Nastenka,’ he began, also speaking 
through his tears, ‘1 promise you solemnly that if at any time I am 
in a position to marry, you arc the only girl in the world I would 
marry. I assure you that now you are the only one who could make 
me happy. Now, listen. I’m leaving for Moscow and I shall be away 
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exactly one year. I hope to settle my affairs by that time. When 1 
come back, and if you still love me, I swear to you that we shall be 
married. I can’t possibly marry you now. It is out of the question. 
And 1 have no right to make any promises to you. But 1 repeat that 
if 1 can’t marry you after one year, I shall certainly marry you 
sometime. Provided of course you still want to marry me and don't 
prefer someone else, for I cannot and I dare not bind you by any 
sort of promise.’ 

“That was what he told me, and the next day he left. We agreed not 

say anything about it to Granny. He insisted on that. Well, that’s 
almost the end of my story. A year has now passed, exactly one year. 
He is in Petersburg now, he’s been here three days, and— and ” 

“And what?” 1 cried, impatient to hear the end. 

“And he hasn’t turned up so far,” said Nastenka, making a great 
effort to keep calm. “I haven’t heard a word from him.” 

Here she stopped, paused a little, lowered her pretty head, and, 
burying her face in her hands, suddenly burst out sobbing so bitterly 
that my heart bled to hear it. 

I had never expected such an ending. 

“Nastenka,” I began timidly, in an imploring voice, “for goodness 
sake, Nastenka, don t cry! How can you tell? Perhaps he hasn’t 
arrived yet. ...” 

“He has, he has!” Nastenka exclaimed. “1 know he’s here. We 
made an arrangement the night before he left. After our talk we went 
for a walk here on the embankment. It was ten o'clock. We sat on 
this scat. 1 was no longer crying then. I fell so happy listening to him I 
He said that immediately on his return he would come to see us, and 
if I still wanted to marry him, we’d tell Granny everything. Well, 
he’s back now, 1 know he is, but he hasn’t come, he hasn’t come!” 

And once more she burst into tears. 

“Good heavens, isn’t there anything we can do?” I cried, jumping 
up from the seat in utter despair. “Tell me, Nastenka, couldn’t 1 
go and see him?” 

“You think you could?” she said, raising her head. 

“No, of course not,” 1 replied, checking myself. “But, look here, 
why not write him a letter?” 

“No, no, that’s impossible!” she replied firmly, but lowering 
her head and not looking at me. 

“Why is it impossible? What's wrong with it?” I went on pleading 
with her, the idea having rather appealed to me. “It all depends what 
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sort of a letter it is, Nastenka. There are letters and letters, and — oh, 
Nastenka, believe me it’s true. Trust me, Nastenka, please! I 
wouldn’t give you bad advice. It can all be arranged. It was you who 
took the first step, wasn’t it? Well, why not now ^?” 

“No; it’s quite impossible! it would look as if I was thrusting 
myself on him. . .” 

“But, darling Nastenka/’ 1 interrupted her, and 1 couldn’t help 
smiling, “believe me, you’re wrong, quite wrong. You’re absolutely 
justified in writing to him, for he made a promise to you. Besides, 
1 can see from what you've told me that he is a nice man, that he 
has behaved decently,” I went on, carried away by the logic of my 
own reasoning and my own convictions. “For what did he do? He 
bound himself by a promise. He said that he wouldn’t marry anyone 
but you, if. that is, he evei married at all. But he left you free to 
decide whether or not you want to marry him, to refuse him at any 
moment. This being so, there’s no reason on earth why you shouldn’t 
make the first move. You’re entitled to do so, and you have an advan - 
tage over him, if, for instance, you should choose to release him from 
his promise. . . 

“Look, how would you have written ^?” 

“What?” 

“Such a letter/’ 

“Well, I’d have started, ‘Dear Sir ’” 

“Must it begin with ‘Dear Sir?’” 

“Of course! I mean, not necessarily You could ” 

“Never mind. How would you go on?” 

“‘Dear Sir, you will pardon me for . . .’ No, I don’t think you 
should apologise for writing to him. The circumstances themselves 
fully justify your letter. Write simply : ‘I am writing to you. Forgive 
me for my impatience, but all the year I have lived in such happy 
anticipation of your return that it is hardly surprising that I cannot 
bear the suspense even one day longer. Now that you are back, I 
cannot help wondering whether you have not after all changed your 
mind. If that is so, then my letter will tell you that I quite understand 
and that I am not blaming you for anything. I do not blame you that 
I have no power over your heart : such seems to be my fate. You are 
an honourable man. I know you will not be angry with me or smile 
at my impatience. Remember that it is a poor girl who is writing to 
you, that she is all alone in the world, that she has no one to tell 
her what to do or give her any advice, and that she herself never did 
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know how to control her heart. But forgive me that doubt should 
have stolen even for one moment into my heart. I know that even 
in your thoughts you are quite incapable of hurting her who loved 
you so much and who still loves you.*” 

“Yes, yes, that’s exactly what I was thinking!” Nastenka cried, 
her eyes beaming with joy. “Oh, you’ve put an end to all my doubts. 
I’m sure God must have sent you to me. Thank you, thank you! ” 

“ What are you thanking me for? Because God has sent me to you? ’ ’ 
I replied, gazing delighted at her sweet, happy face. 

“Yes, for that too.” 

“Oh, Nastenka, aren’t we sometimes grateful to people only 
because they live with us? Well, I’m grateful to you for having met 
you. I’m grateful to you because I shall remember you all my life!” 

“All right, all right! Now listen to me carefully: I arranged with 
him that he’d let me know as soon as he came back by leaving a 
letter for me the house of some people 1 know — they arc very nice, 
simple people who know nothing about the whole thing ; and that 
if he couldn’t write me a letter because one can’t say all one wants in 
a letter, he’d come here, where we had arranged to meet, at exactly 
ten o’-clock on the vc ry first day of his arrival. Now, I know he has 
arrived, but for two days he hasn’t turned up, nor have I had a letter 
from him. I can’t possibly get away from Granny in the morning. 
So please take my letter tomorrow to the kind people 1 told you of, 
and they’ll sec that it reaches him. And if there is a reply, you could 
bring it yourself tomorrow evening at ten o’clock.” 

“But the letter! What about the letter? You must write the letter 
first, which means that I couldn’t take it before the day after 
tomorrow.” 

“The letter . . .?” said Nastenka, looking a little confused. “Oh, 
the letter! . . . Well ” 

But she didn’t finish. At first she turned her pretty face away from 
me, then she blushed like a rose, and then all of a sudden I felt that 
the letter which she must have written long before was in my hand. 
It was in a scaled envelope. A strangely familiar, sweet, lovely 
memory flashed through my mind. 

“Ro-o-si-i-na-a!” I began. 

“Rosina!” both of us burst out singing. T almost embraced her 
with delight, and she blushed as only she could blush and laughed 
through the tears which trembled on her dark eyelashes like pearls. 

“Well, that’s enough,” she said, speaking rapidly. “Good-bye 
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Qow. Here’s the letter and here’s the address where you have to 
take it. Good-bye! Till tomorrow!” 

She pressed both my hands warmly, nodded her head, and darted 
away down her side-street. I remained standing in the same place 
for a long time, following her with my eyes. 

“Till tomorrow! Till tomorrow! ” flashed through my mind as she 
disappeared from sight. 

THIRD NIGHT 

It was a sad and dismal day today, rainy, without a ray of hope, 
just like the long days of my old age which I know will be as sad 
and dismal. Strange thoughts arc crowding into my head, my heart is 
full of gloomy forebodings, questions too vague to be grasped clearly 
fill my mind, and somehow I’ve neither the power nor the will to 
resolve them. No, I shall never be able to solve it all! 

We are not going to meet today. Last night, when wc said goodbye, 
the sky was beginning to be overcast, and a mist was rising. I observed 
that the weather did not look too promising for tomorrow, but she 
made no answer. She did not wish to say anything to cloud her own 
happy expectations. For her this day is bright and full of sunshine, 
and not one cloud will obscure her happiness. 

“If it rains,” she said, “we shan’t meet! I shan’t come! ” 

I thought she would not pay any attention to the rain today, but 
she never came. 

Yesterday we had met for the third time. It was our third white 
night 

But how beautiful people are when they arc gay and happy! How 
brimful of love their hearts are! Jt is as though they wanted to pour 
their hearts into the heart of another human being, as though they 
wanted the whole world to be gay and laugh with them. And how 
infectious that gaiety is! There was so much joy in her words yester- 
day, so much goodness in her heart towards me. How sweet she 
was to me, how hard she tried to be nice to me, how she comforted 
and soothed my h art! Oh, how sweet a woman can be to you when 
she is happy! And I? Why, I was completely taken in. I thought she 

But how on earth could I have thought it? How could I have been 
so blind, when everything had already been taken by another, when 
nothing belonged to me? Why, even that tenderness of hers, that 
anxiety, that love — ^yes, that love for me was nothing more than the 
outward manifej^tation of her happiness at the thought of her meeting 
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with someone else, her desire to force her happiness upon me too? 
When he did not turn up, when we waited in vain, she frowned, she 
lost heart, she was tilled with alarm. All her movements, all her words, 
seemed to have lost their liveliness, their playfulness, their gaiety. 
And the strange thing was that she seemed doubly anxious to please 
me, as though out of an instinctive desire to lavish upon me what 
she so dearly desired for herself, but what she feared would never be 
hers. My Nastenka was so nervous and in such an agonising dread 
that at last she seemed to have realised that I loved her and took 
pity upon my unhappy love. It is always so : when we are unhappy 
w&feel more strongly the unhappiness of others; our feeling is not 
shattered, but becomes concentrated 

I came to her with a full heart ; I could scarcely wait for our meet- 
ing. I had no presentiment of how I would be feeling now. I little 
dreamt that it would all end quite differently. She was beaming with 
happiness. She was expecting an answer to her letter. The answer was 
he himself ^Ic « as bound to come ; he had to come running in answer 
to her call. She arriv^'d a whole hour before me. At first she kept on 
laughing at everything; every word of mine provoked a peal of 
laughter from her. I began talking, but lapsed into silence. 

“Do you know why Tm so happy?” she said. “Do you know why 
I’m so glad when 1 look at you? Do you know why I love you so 
today?” 

“Well?” I asked, and my heart trembled. 

“1 love you so, because you haven’t fallen in love with me. Another 
man in your place would, I’m sure, have begun to pester me, to 
worry me. He would have been sighing, he would have looked so 
pathetic, but youTe so sweet!” 

Here she clasped my hand with such force that I almost cried out. 
She laughed. 

“Oh, what a good friend you are!” she began a minute later, 
speaking very seriously. “You’re a real godsend to me. What would I 
have done if you’d not been with me now? How unselfish you are! 
How truly you love me! When I am married, we shall be such good 
friends. You’ll be more than a brother to me. I shall love you almost 
as I love him! . . .” 

Somehow I couldn’t help feeling terribly sad at that moment. 
However, something resembling laughter stirred in my soul. 

“Your nerves arc on edge,” 1 said. “You're afraid. You don*: 
think he’ll come.” 
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“Goodness, what nonsense you talk!” she said. “If I hadn’t been 
so happy, I do believe I’d have burst out crying to hear you express 
such doubts, to hear you reproaching me like that. You’ve given me 
an idea, though. And I admit you’ve given me a lot to think about, 
but I shall think about it later. 1 don’t mind telling you frankly that 
you’re quite right. Yes, I’m not quite myself toni^t. I’m in awful 
suspense, and every little thing jars on me, excites me, but please 
don’t let us discuss my feelings! . . .” 

At that moment we heard footsteps, and a man loomed out of 
the darkness. He was coming in our direction. She almost cried out. 

I released her hand and made a movement as though I were beginning 
to back away. But we were both wrong : it was not he. 

“What are you so afraid of? Why did you let go of my hand?” 
she said, giving me her hand again. “What does it matter? We’ll 
meet him together. I want him to see how we love one another.” 

“How we love one another?” I cried. 

“Oh, Nastenka, Nastenka,” I thought, “how much you’ve said 
in that word! Such love, Nastenka, at certain moments makes one’s 
heart ache and plunges one’s spirit into gloom. Your hand is cold, 
but mine bums like fire. How blind you are, Nastenka! How un- 
bearable a happy person sometimes is! But I’m afraid I could not 
be angry with you, Nastenka!” 

At last my heart overflowed. 

“Do you know, Nastenka,” I cried, “do you know what Tve 
gone through all day?” 

“Why? Whal is it? Tell me quickly! Why haven’t you said anything 
about it before?” 

“Well, first of all, Nastenka, after I had carried out all your com- 
missions, taken the letter, seen your good friends, I — I went home 
and — and went to bed.” 

“Is that all?” she interrupted, laughing. 

“Yes, almost all,” 1 replied, making an effort to keep calm, for 
I already felt foolish tears starting to my eyes. “I woke an hour 
before we were due to meet. But 1 don’t seem to have really slept 
at all. I don’t know how to describe the curious sensation I had. 1 
seemed to be on my way here. I was going to tell you everything. 
I had an odd feeling as though time had suddenly stopped, as though 
one feeling, one sensation, would from that moment go on and on 

for all eternity, as though my whole life had come to a standstill 

When I woke up it seemed to me that some snatch of a tune I had 
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known for a long time, I had heard somewhere before but had for- 
gotten, a melody of great sweetness, was coming back to me now. It 
seemed to me that it had been trying to emerge from my soul all 
my life, and only now 

“Goodness,” Nastenka interrupted, “what’s all this about? I 
don’t understand a word of it.” 

“Oh, Nastenka, I wanted somehow to convey that strange sensa- 
tion to you,” 1 began in a plaintive voice, in which there still lurked 
some hope, though I’m afraid a very faint one. 

“Don’t, please don’t!” she said, and in a trice she guessed every- 
thin^g, the little rogue. 

She became on a sudden somehow extraordinarily talkative, gay, 
playful. She took my arm, laughed, insisted that I should laugh too, 
and every halting word I uttered evoked a long loud peal of laughter 
from her. 1 was beginning to feel angry ; she suddenly began flirting. 

“Listen,” she said, “I’m really beginning to be a little annoyed 
with you iic 1 being in love with me. What am I to think of you 
after that? But, sir, if you insist on being so strong-minded, you 
should at least show your appreciation of me for being such a simple 
girl. I tell you everything, absolutely everything. Any silly old thing 
that comes into my heat*.” 

“Listen, 1 think it’s striking eleven!” 1 said, as the clock from 
some distant city tower began slowly to strike the hour. 

She stopped suddenly, left off laughing, and began to count. 

“ Yes,” she said at last in a hesitating, unsteady voice, “it’s eleven.” 

1 regretted at once that I had frightened her. It was brutal of me 
to make her count the strokes. 1 cursed myself for my uncontrolled 
fit of malice. I felt sorry for her, and 1 did not know how to atone for 
my inexcusable behaviour. I did my best to comfort her. I tried hard 
to think of some excuse for his failure to come. I argued. I reasoned 
with her. It was the easiest thing in the world to deceive her at that 
moment! Indeed, who would not be glad of any word of comfort 
at such a moment? Who would not be overjoyed at the faintest 
glimmer of an excuse? 

“The whole thing’s absurd!” I began, feeling more and more 
carried away by my own enthusiasm and full of admiration for the 
extraordinary clarity of my own arguments. “He couldn’t possibly 
have come today. You’ve got me so muddled and confused, Nastenka, 
that I’ve lost count of the time. Why, don’t you sec? He’s scarcely 
had time to receive your letter. Now, suppose that for some reason 
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he can’t come today. Suppose he’s going to write to you. Well, in 
that case you couldn’t possibly get his letter till tomorrow. I’ll go 
and fetch it for you early tomorrow morning and let you know at 
once. Don’t you see? A thousand things may have happened: he 
may have been out when your letter arrived, and for all we know he 
may not have read it even yet. Anything ma> have happened.” 

“Yes, yes!” said Nastenka. “I never thought of that. Of course 
anything may have happened,” she went on in a most acquiescent 
voice, but in which, like some jarring note, another faintly perceptible 
thought was hidden away. “Yes, please do that. Go there as soon as 
possible tomorrow morning, and if you get anything let me know at 
once. You know where 1 live, don’t you?” 

And she began repeating her address to me. 

Then she became suddenly so sweet, so shy with me. She seemed 
to listen attentively to what I was saying to her; but when I asked 
her some question, she made no reply, grew confused, and turned 
her head away. I peered into her eyes. Why, of course ! She was crying. 

“How can you? How can you? Oh, what a child you arc! What 
childishness! There, there, stop crying please!” 

She tried to smile, to compose herself, but her chin was still 
trembling, and her bosom still rising and falling. 

“I’m thinking of you,” she said to me after a minute's silence. 
“You’re so good that I’d have to have a heart of stone not to feel 
it. Do you know what has just occurred to me? I was comparing 
the two of you,in my mind. Why isn’t he you? Why isn’t he like you? 
He’s not as good as you, though 1 love him more than you.” 

I said nothing in reply. She seemed to be waiting for me to say 
something. 

“Of course it’s probably quite true that I don’t know him very 
well. No, I don’t imderstand him very well. You sec, 1 seemed always 
a little afraid of him. He was always so serious, and 1 couldn’t help 
thinking proud as well. I realise of course that he merely looked like 
that. I know there’s more tenderness in his heart than in mine. I can’t 
forget the way he 1 '^oked at me when — ^you remember? — 1 came to him 
with my bundle. But all the same 1 seem to look up to him a little too 
much, and that doesn’t seem as if we were quite equals, does it?” 

“No, Nastenka, no,” I replied. “It does not mean that you are 
not equals. It merely means that you love him more than anything 
in the world, far more than yourself even.” 

“Yes, I suppose that is so,” said Nastenka. “But do you know 
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what 1 think? Only Fm not speaking of him now, but just in general. 
I’ve been thinking for a long time, why aren’t we all just like brothers 
to one another. Why does even the best of us seem to hide something 
from other people and keep something back from them? Why don’t 
we say straight out what’s in our hearts, if we know that our words 
will not be spoken in vain? As it is, everyone seems to look as though 
he were much harder than he really is. It is as though we were all 
afraid that our feelings would be hurt if we revealed them too soon.” 

“Oh, Nastenka, you’re quite right, but there are many reasons 
for .that,” 1 interrupted, for 1 knew that I myself was suppressing 
myTeelings at that moment more than ever before. 

“No, no!” she replied with great feeling. “You, for instance, are 
not like that. I really don’t know how to tell you what I feel. But it 
seems to me, for instance—! mean I can’t help feeling that you — that 
just at this moment you’re making some sacrifice for me,” she added 
shyly, with a quick glance at me. “Please forgive me for telling 
you that. You ivHO'v I am such a simple girl. 1 haven’t had much 
experience of the world and I really don’t know sometimes how to 
express myself,” she added in a voice that trembled from some hidden 
emotion, trying to smile at the same time. “But I just wanted to tell 
you that Fm grateful, that I’m aware of it too — Oh, may God grant 
you happiness for that! 1 feel that what you told me about your dreamer 
is not true, I mean it has nothing to do with you. You are recovering, 
you’re quite diflerent from the man you described yourself to be. If 
you ever fall in love, may you be happy with her. I don’t need to wish 
her anything, for she’ll be happy with you. I know because I’m a 
woman myself, so you must believe me when I tell you so.” 

She fell silent and pressed my hand warmly. I was too moved to 
say anything. A few minutes passed. 

“Yes, it seems he won’t come tonight,” she said at last, raising 
her head. “It’s late.” 

“He’ll come tomorrow,” I said in a very firm, confident voice. 

“Yes,” she added, looking checrt’ul again, “I realise myself now 
that he couldn’t possibly come till tomorrow. Well, goodbye! Till 
tomorrow! I may not conic, if it rains. But the day after tomorrow 
T shall come whatever happens. You’ll be here for certain, won’t 
you? I want to see you. I’ll tell you everything.” 

And later, when we said goodbye to each other, she gave me her 
hand and said, looking serenely at me — 

“Now we shall always be together, shan’t we?” 
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Oh, Nastenka, Nastenka, if only you knew how terribly lonely 
1 am now! 

When the clock struck nine, I could remain in my room no 
longer. I dressed and went out in spite of the bad weather. I was there. 
I sat on our seat. I went to her street, but I felt ashamed and went 
back when I was only a few yards from her house without even look- 
ing at her windows. What a day! Damp and dreary. If it had been 
fine, I should have walked about all night. 

But — till tomorrow, till tomorrow! Tomorrow she’ll tell me 
everything. 

There was no letter for her today, though. However, there’s nothing 
surprising in that. They must be together by now 

FOURTH NIGHT 

Good Lord, how strangely the whole thing has ended! What a 
frightful ending! 

1 arrived at nine o’clock. She was already there. 1 noticed her a 
long way off. She was standing, leaning with her elbows on the 
railing of the embankment, just as she had been standing the first 
time I saw her, and she did not hear me when 1 came up to her. 

“Nastenka!” I called her, restraining my agitation with difficulty. 

She turned round to me quickly. 

“ Well?” she said. “ Well? Tell me quickly! ” 

1 looked at.her utterly bewildered. 

“Well, where’s the letter? Haven’t you brought the letter?” she 
repeated, gripping the railing with her hand. 

“No, 1 haven’t got any letter.” I said at last. “Hasn’t he come?” 

She tiu'ned terribly pale and stared at me for a long time without 
moving. I had shattered her last hop>e. 

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” she said at last in a strangled voice. 
“If he leaves me like that, then perhaps it’s best to forget him! ” 

She dropped her eyes, then tried to look at me, but couldn't do it. 
For a few more riinutes she tried to pull herself together, then she 
turned away from me suddenly, leaned on the railing with her elbow's, 
and burst into tears. 

“Come, come,” I began, but as I looked at her I hadn’t the heart 
to go on. And, besides, what could I have said to her? 

“Don’t try to comfort me,” she said, weeping. “Don’t tell me 
he’ll come — that he hasn’t deserted me so cruelly and so inhumanly 
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as he has. Why? Why did he do it? Surely there was nothing in my 
letter, in that unhappy letter of mine, was there?” 

Here her voice was broken by sobs. My heart bled as I looked at her. 

“Oh, how horribly cruel it is!” she began again. “And not a line, 
not a line! If he’d just written to say that he didn’t want me, that he 
rejected me, but not to write a single line in three days! How easy 
it is for him to slight and insult a poor defenceless girl whose only 
fault is that she loves him! Oh, what I’ve been through these three 
days! Lord, when I think that it was 1 who went to him the first 
time, when I think how I humiliated myself before him, how I 
cried, how I implored him for a little love! And after that! . . . But, 
look here,” she said, turning to me, and her black eyes flashed, 
“there's something wrong! There must be something wrong! It’s 
not natural! Either you are mistaken or I am. Perhaps he didn’t get 
my letter. Perhaps he still doesn’t know anything. Tell me, for 
heaven’s sake, explain it to me — ^I can’t understand it — how could 
he have behaved no atrociously to me. Not one word! Why, people 
show more pity to the lowest creature on earth! Perhaps he has 
heard something, perhaps someone has told him something about 
me,” she cried, turning to me for an answer : “What do you think?” 

“ Listen, Nastenka, I’ll go and see him tomorrow on your behalf.” 

“Well?” 

“I’ll try and find out from him what the position is. I’ll tell him 
everything.” 

“Well? Well?” 

“You write a letter. Don’t refuse, Nastenka, don't refuse! I’ll 
make him respect your action. He’ll learn everything, and if ” 

“ No, my friend, no,” she interrupted. “ Enough! Not another word, 
not another word from me, not a line — I’ve had enough! I don’t know 
him any more, I don’t love him any more. I'll f-f-forget him.” 

She did not finish. 

“Calm yourself, calm yourself, my dear! Sit here, Nastenka,” I 
said, making her sit down on the seat. 

“But I am calm. I tell you this is nothing. It's only tears — 
they’ll soon dry. You don’t really think I’m going to do away with 
myself, drown myself, do you?” 

My heart was full ; I tried to speak, but I couldn’t. 

“Listen,” she said, taking my hand, “you wouldn’t have behaved 
like this, would you? You wouldn’t have abandoned a girl who had 
come to you of her own free will, you wouldn’t have made a cruel 
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mockery of her weak foolish heart, would you? You would have 
taken care of her. You would have reminded yourself that she had 
nobody in the whole world, that she was so inexperienced, that she 
could not prevent herself from falling in love with you, that she 
couldn’t help it, that it wasn’t her fault — ^no, it wasn’t her fault! — 
that she had not done anything wrong. Oh, dear God, dear God ” 

“Nastenka,” I cried, unable to restrain myself any longer, “this 
is more than I can endure! It’s sheer torture to me! You wound me 
to the heart, Nastenka! 1 can’t be silent! 1 must speak! I must tell you 
of all the anguish in my heart!” 

Saying this, I raised myself from the seat. She took my hand and 
looked at me in surprise. 

“What’s the matter?” she said at last. 

“Listen to me, Nastenka,” I said lirmly, “listen to me, please! 
What I’m going to say to you now is all nonsense. It is foolish. It 
cannot be. I know it will never happen, but I cannot remain silent. 
In the name of all that you’re suffering now, I beseech you before- 
hand to forgive me! ” 

“Well, what is it? What is it?” she demanded, and she stopped 
crying and looked intently at me, a strange gleam of curiosity in her 
startled eyes. “What is the matter with you?” 

“It’s out of the question, 1 know, but — I love you, Nastenka! 
That is what’s the matter with me. Now you know everything!” 1 
said, with a despairing wave of my hand. “Now you can judge for 
yourself whether you ought to go on talking to me as you did just 
now, and — ^what is perhaps even more important — ^whether you 
ought to listen to what I’m going to say to you.” 

“Well, what about it?” Nastenka interrupted. “Of course I 
knew long ago that you loved me, only 1 always thought that — 
well, that you loved me in the ordinary way, 1 mean that you were 
just fond of me. Oh dear, oh dear! . . .” 

“At first it was in the ordinary way, Nastenka, but now — now 
I’m in the same position as you were when you went to him with 
your bundle that night. I’m in a worse position Nastenka, because 
he wasn’t in love with anyone at the time, and you — you are.” 

“Goodness, what are you saying to me! I really can’t understand 
you. But, look, what has made you — ^I mean, why did you — ^and so 
suddenly too! Oh dear, I’m talking such nonsense! But you ” 

And Nastenka got completely confused. Her cheeks were flushed. 
She dropped her eyes. 
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“What’s to be done, Nastenka? What can I do about it? It’s 
entirely my fault, of course. I’ve taken an unfair advantage of— 
But no — no, Nastenka, it isn’t my fault. I know it isn’t. I feel it 
isn’t because my heart tells me I’m right, because I could never do 
anything to hurt you, because I could do nothing that you would 
ever take offence at. I was your friend? Well, I still am your friend. 
I have not been unfaithful to anyone. You see, I’m crying, Nastenka. 
But never mind. What if tears do run down my cheeks? Let them. 
They don’t hurt anyone. They’ll soon dry, Nastenka.” 

“But sit down, do sit down, please,” she said, making me sit 
down on the seat. “Oh dear, oh dear!” 

“No, Nastenka, I shan’t sit down. I can’t stay here any longer. 
You’ll never see me again. I’ll say what I have to say and go away. I 
only want to say that you’d never have found out that I loved you. 
I’d never have told my secret to a living soul. 1 ’d never have tormented 
you with my egoism at such a moment. Never! But I could not bear 
to be silent now It was you who began talking about it. It’s your 
fault, not mine. You just can’t drive me away from you.” 

“But I’m not — I’m not driving you away from me!” Nastenka 
said, doing her best, poor child, not to show how embarrassed she was. 

“You are not driving me away? No — but I meant to run away from 
you myself. And 1 will go away. 1 will. Only first let me tell you every- 
thing, for, you see, when you were talking to me here, 1 couldn’t sit 
still ; when you cried here, when you tormented yourself because — 
well, because (I’d better say it, Nastenka) — because you were jilted, 
because your love was slighted and disregarded, 1 felt that in my heart 
there was so much love for you, Nastenka, so much love! And I so 
bitterly resented not being able to do anything to help you with my 
love that — that my heart was bursting and 1 — 1 couldn't be silent 
any longer, Nastenka. 1 had to speak!” 

“Yes, yes, tell me evciything, do speak to me like that!” said 
Nastenka with a gesture that touched me deeply. “It may seem 
strange to you that I should be speaking to you like this, but — do 
say what you have to say! I will tell you afterwards. I'll tell you 
everything!” 

“You are sorry for me, Nastenka. You’re just sorry for me, my 
dear, dear friend! Well, what’s done is done. No use crying over 
spilt milk, is it? Well, so you know everything now. At any rate, 
that’s something to start with. All right. Everything’s fine now. Only, 
please, listen. When you were sitting here, when you were crying, 

63 



A GENTLE CREATURE 

1 thought to myself (Oh, do let me tell you what I was thinking!), 
I thought that (1 know of course how utterly impossible it is, 
Nastenka!) — thought that you — ^that you somehow — mean quite 
apart from anything else — ^that you no longer cared for him. If that 
is so, then — already thought of that yesterday, Nastenka, and the 
day before yesterday — ^then I would — most certainly would have 
done my best to make you care for me. You said yourself, Nastenka 
— ^you did say it several times, didnH you? — that you almost loved 
me. Well, what more is there to tell you? That’s really all I wanted 
to say. All that remains to be said is what would happen if you fell 
in love with me — that’s all — ^nothing more! Now listen to me, my 
friend — ^for you are my friend, aren’t you? — I am of course an ordinary 
sort of fellow, poor and insignificant, but that doesn’t matter (I’m 
afraid I don’t seem to be putting it very well, Nastenka, because i a 
so confused), what matters is that I’d love you so well, so wc 
Nastenka, that even if you still loved him and went on loving L 
man I don’t know, my love would never be a burden to you. A 
you’d feel, all you’d be conscious of every minute, is that a very gra j- 
ful heart was beating at your side, Nastenka, an ardent heart which f 3 j 
your sake — Oh, Nastenka, Nastenka, what have you done to me?” 

“Don’t cry, 1 don’t want you to cry,” said Nastenka, rising quickl> 
from the seat. “Come along, get up, come with me. Don’t cry, don’t 
cry,” she said, drying my tears with her handkerchief. “There, cone 
along now. Perhaps I’ll tell you something. Well, if he has reall 
given me up, if he has forgotten me, then though I still love hiii 
(and I don’t want to deceive you) — ^But, listen, answer me! If, fc r 
instance, I were to fall in love with you — I mean, if only I — Oh, 
my friend, my friend, when I think, when I only think how J must h ^ ve 
offended you when 1 laughed at your love, when I praised you for 
not falling in love with me! Oh dear, why didn’t 1 foresee it? Why 
didn’t I foresee it? How could I have been so stupid? But never 
mind. I’ve made up my mind now. I’m going to tell you everything.” 

“Look here, Nastenka, do you know what? I’ll go away. Yes, I’ll 
go away! I can «iee that I’m simply tormenting you. Now you’re 
sorry you’ve been making fun of me, and I hate to think — ^yes, ' 
simply hate to think that in addition to your own sorrow — O. 
course, it’s all my fault, Nastenka, it’s all my fault, but — goodbye!*’ 
“ Stop! Listen to me first, please. You can wait, can’t you? ” 

“Wait? What should I wait for? What do you mean?” 

“You see, I love him, but that will pass. It must pass. It’s quiv 
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impossible for it not to pass. As a matter of fact, it*s already passing. 
I can feel it. Who Icnows, maybe it*ll be over today, for I hate him! 
Yes, I hate him because he has slighted me, while you were weeping 
with me. I hate him because you haven’t let me down as he has, 
because you love me, while he has never really loved me, because — 
well, because I love you too. Yes, I love you! I love you as you love 
me. I’ve told you so before, haven’t 1? You heard me say it yourself. 
T love you because you’re better than he is, because you’re more 

- onourable than he is, because ho ” 

She stopped crying at last, dried her eyes, and we continued our 
W&lk. I wanted to say something, but she kept asking me to wait. 
We were silent. At last she plucked up courage and began to speak. 

“Look,” she said, in a weak and trembling voice, in which, 
’ i^wever, there was a strange note which pierced my heart and filled 
with a sweet sensation of joy, “don’t think I’m so fickle, so 
nconstant. Don’t think that I can forget him so easily and so quickly, 
hat I car bo .untrue to him. 1 have loved him for a whole year, and 
swear I have never, never for a moment, been untrue to him even 
in thought. He has thought little of that, he has scorned me — ^well, I 
don’t mind that. But he has also hurt my feelings and wrung my 
heart. I don’t lovf him because I can only love what is generous, 
what is understanding, what is honourable, for I’m like that myself, 
and he’s not worthy of me. Well, let’s forget about him. I’d rather 
ho behaved to me like that now than that 1 was disappointed later in 
my expectations and found out the sort of man he really was. Any- 
way, it’s all over now. And, besides, my dear friend,” she went on, 
pressing my hand, “ who knows, perhaps my love for him was nothing 
but self-deception, nothing but imagination. Perhaps it started just 
as a joke, just as a bit of silly nonsense because I was constantly under 
Granny’s supervision. Perhaps I ought to love another man and not 
1 im, quite a different man, a man who’d have pity on me, and — ^and 
— anyway,” Nastenka broke off, overcome with emotion, “don’t 
let’s speak of it. Don’t let’s speak of it. I only wanted to tell you — I 
wanted to.tcll you that even if I do love him (no, did love him), even 
if in spite of this you still say — or rather feel that your love is so 
great that it could in time replace my love for him in my heart — ^if you 
really and truly have pity on me, if you won’t leave me alone to my 
fate, without consolation, without hope, if you promise to love 
always as you love me now, then I swear that my gratitude — ^that my 
love will in time be worthy of your love. Will you take my hand now?” 
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“Nastenka/’ I cried, my voice broken with sobs, “Nastenka! 
Oh, Nastenka!” 

‘*A]1 right, all right!*’ she said, making a great effort to speak 
calmly. “All right! That’s enough! Now everything’s been said, 
hasn’t it? Hasn’t it? Well, you are happy now, aren’t you? And I 
too am happy. So don’t let’s talk about it any more. Just wait a little 
— ^have patience — spare me! Talk of something else, for God’s sake! ’’ 

“Yes, Nastenka, yes! Of course don’t let’s talk about it. Now 
I’m happy. Well, Nastenka, do let’s talk of something else. Come on, 
let’s. I don’t mind.’’ 

But we did not know what to talk about. We laughed, we cried 
we said a thousand things without caring whether they made sense 
or not. One moment wc walked along the pavement, and the next 
we suddenly turned back and crossed the road, then we stopped and 
crossed over to the embankment again. We were like children. . . . 

“I’m living alone, now, Nastenka,” I began, “but tomorrow 

You know, of course, Nastenka, that I’m poor, don’t you? I’ve only 
got twelve hundred roubles, but that doesn’t matter.” 

“Of course not, and Granny has her pension, so that she won’t 
be a burden to us. We’ll have to take Granny, of course.” 

“Of course we’ll take Granny! Only — ^there’s Matiyona ” 

“Goodness, I never thought of that! And we’ve got Fyokla! ” 

“Matryona is a good soul, only she has one fault: she has no 
imagination, Nastenka, none whatever! But I don’t suppose that 
matters!” 

“It makes rib difference. They can live together. You’ll move to 
our house tomorrow, won’t you?” 

“How do you mean? To your house? Oh, very well, I don’t mind.” 

“I mean, you’ll take our attic. I told you we have an attic, didn’t 
I? It’s empty now. We had a woman lodger, an old gentlewoman, but 
she’s left, and I know Granny would like to let it to a young man. 
I said to her, ‘Why a young man. Granny?’ But she said, ‘Why not? 
I’m old and I like young people about. You don’t think I’m trying 
to get a husband for you, do you?’ Well, I saw at once of course 
that that was what she had in mind.” 

“Good Lord, Nastenka!” 

And we both laughed. 

“Oh, well, never mind. But where do you live? I’ve forgotten.” 

I told her I lived near a certain bridge in Barannikov’s house. 

“It’s a very big house, isn’t it?” 
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“Yes, it’s a very big house.” 

“Oh, yes, I know it. It’s a nice house, but I still think you ought 
to move out of it and come and live with us as soon as possible.” 

“I’ll do so tomorrow, Nastenka, tomorrow. I’m afraid I’m a little 
behindhand with my rent, but that doesn’t matter. I shall be getting 
my salary soon and ” 

“And you know I could be giving lessons. Yes, why not? I’ll learn 
everything myself first and then give lessons.” 

“That’s an excellent idea, Nastenka, an excellent idea! And I’ll 
be getting a bonus soon. . . .” 

“So tomorrow you’ll be my lodger. ...” 

“Yes, and we’Jl go to The Barber of Seville^ for I believe thcy’ic 
going to put it on again soon.” 

“Oh yes, I’d love to,” said Nastenka, laughing. “Perhaps not 
The Barber, though. We’d better sec something else.” 

“Oh, all right, something else then. I don’t mind. I suppose some- 
thing elsw wou'd be better. You sec, I didn’t think ” 

Talking like this, wc walked along in a sort of a daze, in a mist, 
as though we did not know ourselves what was happening to us. 
One moment we would stop and go on talking in one place for a long 
time, and the nex wt A'ould be walking again till wc would find our- 
selves goodness knows where — and more laughter, more tears. Then 
Nastenka would suddenly decide that she ought to be going back 
home, and I would not dare to detain her, but would insist on 
accompanying her to her house. We would start on our way back, 
and in about a quarter of an hour would find ourselves on the em- 
bankment by our seat. Then she would sigh, and tears would come 
into her eyes again, and 1 would be plunged into despair and a chilly 
premonition of disaster would steal into my heart. But she would 
at once press my hand and drag me off again to walk, talk, chatter — 

“It’s time — time I went home now,” Nastenka said at last. “1 
think it must be awfully late. We’ve been behaving like children 
long enough!” 

“Yes, of course, Nastenka. Only I don’t suppose I shall be able 
to sleep now. No, I won’t go home.” 

“I don’t think I shall oleep, either. Only sec me home, will you?” 

“Of course, 1*11 see you home ” 

“On your word of honour? Because, you see, I must get ba* k 
home some time, mustn’t 1?” 

“On my word of honour!” I replied, laughing. 
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“All right, let's go.” 

“Let’s go. Look at the sky, Nastenka, look! It’ll be a lovely day 
tomorrow! What a blue sky! What a moon! Look, a yellow cloud 
is drifting over it. Look! Look! No, it has passed by. Look, Nastenka, 
look!” 

But Nastenka did not look. She stood speechless, motionless. 
A minute later she clung somewhat timidly close to me. Her hand 
trembled in mine. 1 looked at her. She clung to me more closely. 

At that moment a young man passed by us. He suddenly stopped, 
looked at us intently for a moment, and then again took a few steps 
towards us. My heart missed a beat. 

“Nastenka,” T said in an undertone, “who is it, Nastenka?” 

“It’s him!” she replied in a whisper, clinging to me still more 
closely, still more tremulously. 

T could hardly stand up. 

“Nastenka! Nastenka! It’s you!” wc heard a voice behind us, 
and at the same time the young man took a few steps towards us. 

Lord, how she cried out! How she started! How she tore herself 
out of my hands and rushed to meet him! I stood and looked at 
them, utterly crushed. But no sooner had she given him her hand, 
no sooner had she thrown herself into his arms, than she suddenly 
turned to me again, and was at my side in a flash, faster than light- 
ning, faster than the wind, and before I could recover from my sur- 
prise, flung her arms round my neck and kissed me ardently. Then, 
without uttering a word, she rushed back to him again, clasped his 
hands, and drew him after her. 

I stood a long time, watching them walking away. At last both of 
them vanished from my sight. 

MORNING 

My nights came to an end with a morning. The weather was 
dreadful. It was pouring, and the rain kept beating dismally against 
my windowpanes. !♦ was dark in the room ; it was dull and dreary 
outside. My head ached. I felt giddy. I was beginning to feel feverish. 

“A letter for you, sir,” said Matryona, bending over me. “Came 
by the city post, it did, sir. The postman brought it.” 

“A letter? Who from?” I cried, jumping up from my chair. 

“I don’t know, sir, I’m sure. I suppose whoever sent it must have 
signed his name.” 
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1 broke the seal : the letter was from her! 

“Oh, forgive me, forgive me!” Nastenka wrote to me. “I beg you 
on my knees to forgive me! I deceived you and myself. It was all a 
dream, a delusion. 1 nearly died today thinking of you. Please, please 
forgive me! 

“Don’t blame me, for I haven’t changed a bit towards you. I said 
I would love you, and I do love you now, I more than love you. Oh, 
if only I could love both of you at once! Oh, if only you were 
he!” 

• “Oh, if only he were you!” it flashed through my mind. “Those 
were your own words, Nastenka!” 

“God knows what 1 would do for you now. I know how sad and 
unhappy you must be. I’ve treated you abominably, but when one 
loves, you know, an injury is soon forgotten. And you do love 
me! 

“Thank vou, yes! thank you for that love. For it remains imprinted 
in my memory like a sweet dream one remembers a long time after 
awakening. I shall never forget the moment when you opened your 
heart to me like a real friend, when you accepted the gift of my 
broken heart to take care of it, to cherish it, to heal it. If you forgive 
me, I promise ycu that the memory of you will always remain with 
me, that 1 shall be everlastingly grateful to you, and that my feeling 
of gratitude will never be erased from my heart. I shall treasure this 
memory. I’ll be true to it. 1 shall never be unfaithful to it, I shall 
never be unfaithful to my heart. It is too constant for that. It re- 
turned so quickly yesterday to him to whom it has always belonged. 

“We shall meet. You will come and see us. You will not leave us, 
will you? You’ll always be my friend, my brother. And when you 
see me, you’ll give me your hand, won’t you? You will give it to me 
because you’ve forgiven me. You have, haven’t you? You love me 
as before y don’t you? 

“Oh, yes, do love me! Don’t ever forsake me, because I love 
you so at this moment, because I am worthy of your love, because 
1 promise to deserve it — oh, my dear, dear friend! Next week I’m 
to be married to him. He has come back as much in love with me as 
ever. He has never forgotten me. You will not be angry with me 
because I have written about him, will you? 1 would like to come and 
see you with him. You will like him, won’t you? 

“Forgive me, remember and love your 
Nastenka.” 
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I read this letter over and over again. There were tears in my eyes. 
At last it dropped out of my hands, and 1 buried my face. 

“Look, love, look!” Matryona called me. 

“What is it, Matryona?” 

“Why, I’ve swept all the cobwebs off the ceiling. Looks so lovely 
and clean, you could be wed, love, and have your wedding party 
here. You might just as well do it now as wait till it gets dirty again! ” 

I looked at Matryona. She was still hale and hearty, quite a 
young-looking old woman, in fact. But I don’t know why all of a 
sudden she looked old and decrepit to me, with a wrinkled face and 
lustreless eyes. I don’t know why, but all of a sudden my room too, 
seemed to have grown as old as Matryona. The walls and floors 
looked discoloured, everything was dark and grimy, and the cob- 
webs were thicker than ever. I don’t know why, but when I looked 
out of the window the house opposite, too, looked dilapidated and 
dingy, the plaster on its columns peeling and crumbling, its cornices 
blackened and full of cracks, and its bright brown walls disfigured 
by large white and yellow patches. Either the sun, appearing suddenly 
from behind the dark rainclouds, had hidden itself so quickly that 
everything had grown dark before my eyes again, or perhaps the 
whole sombre and melancholy perspective of my future flashed 
before my mind.’s eye at that moment, and T saw myself just as I 
was now fifteen years hence, only grown older, in the same room, 
living the same sort of solitary life, with the same Matryona, who 
had not grown a bit wiser in all those years. 

But that I should feel any resentment against you, Nastenka! That 
I should cast a dark shadow over your bright, serene happiness! 
That I should chill and darken your heart with bitter reproaches, 
wound it with secret remorse, cause it to beat anxiously at the 
moment of bliss! That I should crush a single one of those delicate 
blooms which you will wear in your dark hair when you walk up 
the aisle to the altar with him! Oh no — ^never, never! May your sky 
be always clear, may your dear smile be always bright and happy, 
and may you be for ever blessed for that moment of bliss and happi- 
ness which you gave to another lonely and grateful heart! 

Good Lord, only a moment of bliss? Isn’t such a moment sufficient 
for the whole of a man’s life? 


70 



THE HONEST THIEF 

From the Memoirs of an Unknown 


O NE MORNING as I was leaving for my office, Agrafena, my 
cook, washerwoman, and housekeeper, came into my room 
and, to my great surprise, began a conversation with me. 
Until that morning this simple, ordinary woman of the people had 
been so uncommunicative that, except for a few words about my 
dinner each day, she had for the last six years scarcely uttered a word 
to me. At least I never heard her speak of anything else. 

“I’d like to have a word with you, sir,” she began abruptly. 
“Why don’t you let the little room?” 

“Which little room?” 

“Why, as if you didn’t know, sir. The one next to the kitchen, of 
course!” 

“What for?” 

“What for, sir? Why, don’t you know? Because other people let 
their rooms, of course!” 

“But who would take it?” 

“Who would take it, sir? Why, surely, sir, you know who would 
take it. A lodger, of course.” 

“But, my good woman, who’d like to live in a cubby-hole like 
that? Why, it's nothing but a boxroom. I doubt if you could put a 
bed in it, and even if you could, there wouldn’t be any room left to 
move about in.” 

“Why, sir, nobody wants to live in it. Ail he wants is a place to 
sleep in. He’d live on the window-sill.” 

“Which window-sill?” 

“Why, as if you didn’t know, sir! The window-sill in the passage, 
of course. He could sit there and sew, or do whatever he liked. He 
could sit on a chair, if he liked. He’s got a chair, and a table, too. 
He’s got everything, sir.” 

“But who is he?” 

“Oh, he’s a good man, sir. He’s had a lot of experience in his 
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life, he has, sir. I’ll cook for him, and I’ll only charge him ten 
roubles a month for his board and lodging.” 

After the exercise of a great deal of patience, I found that an 
elderly man had persuaded or somehow induced Agrafena to admit 
him to her kitchen as a paying guest. Now, I knew very well that if 
Agrafena ever took it into her head to do a thing, it had better be 
done at once, or she would give me no peace. For whenever anything 
was not to her liking, Agrafena became moody and fell a prey to the 
blackest melancholy which lasted for a fortnight or three weeks. 
During that time my dinners were uneatable, my floors remained 
unscrubbed, and several indispensable articles were missing from 
my personal washing, in short, my life became one long chapter of 
the most unfortunate accidents. I had long ago observed that this 
inarticulate woman was quite incapable of making up her mind or 
of fbcing her mind on an idea that might be said to be her own. But 
if her feeble brain did once in a while conceive something resembling 
an idea or a plan, then to prevent her from carrying it into immediate 
execution was tantamount to putting her for some time morally 
out of existence. That being so, and my peace of mind being dearer 
to me than anything else in the world, I at once accepted Agrafena’s 
proposal to take in a lodger. 

”Tell me, has he at least some papers? A passport or something?” 

“Why yes, sir. Of course he has. He’s a good man, sir, just as 
I was telling you. A man with experience. Promised to pay me ten 
roubles a mouth, he did.” 

The very next day my new lodger installed himself in my modest 
bachelor quarters. 1 can’t say that I was very sorry ; on the contrary, 
in my heart of hearts 1 felt rather pleased. I live, on the whole, a very 
secluded sort of life, the life of a regular recluse. I have no acquain- 
tances to speak of and 1 scarcely ever go out. Having spent ten 
years of my life in complete isolation from the world, I had naturally 
got used to solitude. But another ten, fifteen, or even more years 
of the same solitude, with the same Agrafena and in the same bachelor 
quarters, did not strike me as a particularly inviting prospect. So 
that in these circumstances another man, a man, moreover, of quiet 
habits, was a real blessing. 

Agrafena had not deceived me; my lodger was a man of great 
experience of the world. His passport brought to light the fact that 
he was an old soldier ; but that I knew even before I had opened it. 
One look at a man is sufficient to tell you that. My lodger, Astafy 
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Ivanovich, was the finest specimen of an old soldier that it was ever 
my good fortune to come across. But what 1 liked best about him 
was that now and again he would tell some really good stories, mostly 
incidents from his own life. In view of the habitual boredom of my 
sort of existence, such a story-teller was a real find to me. One of 
the stories he told me left a vivid impression upon my mind. It arose 
out of the following circumstance. 

I was alone in my flat, Astafy and Agrafena having gone out on 
business. Suddenly I heard somebody come in, and thinking it was 
9 ^ stranger, I went out of my room to see who it might be. It really 
was a stranger, a short man, who in spite of the cold autumn day, 
wore no overcoat. 

“What do you want?” 

“Docs a civil servant by the name of Alexandrov live here?” 

“No, I’m afraid there’s no one here of that name,” I replied, and 
I bade him a curt goodbye. 

“Thai s odd,” the stranger said, beating a cautious retreat to the 
door, “the caretaker told me he lived here.” 

“Get out! Beat it!” 

Next day after dinner, while Astafy was fitting on a coat he was 
altering for me, someone came into the passage. I opened the door 
a little, and there before my very eyes my yesterday’s visitor calmly 
took down my short winter overcoat from the coat-rack and, putting 
it under his arm, dashed out of the flat. Agrafena did nothing but 
gape at him, struck dumb with astonishment, and did not lift a 
finger to protect my property. Astafy Ivanovich ran out after the 
thief, and he came back ten minutes later, out of breath and empty- 
handed. The man had just vanished into thin air! 

“That’s a bit of bad luck, Astafy Ivanovich,” I said. “A good job 
I’ve still got my winter cloak, or the villain would have left me abso- 
lutely stranded.” 

But Astafy Ivanovich was so overcome by it all that, looking at 
him, I almost forgot the loss I had suffered. He simply couldn’t get 
over it. Every minute he would throw down the work on which he 
was engaged and start recounting the whole incident, how it had all 
happened, how he had been standing only a few feet away from the 
man, how the thief had taken down the coat before his very eyes, and 
how it had come about that he had not been able to catch him. Th(*n 
he would sit down at his work again, but only to leave it a minute 
later, and I saw him go down to the caretaker to tell him all about 
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it and to remonstrate with him for allowing such things to happen 
in his house. Then he came back and began lecturing Agrafena. 
When at last he did finally sit down to his work, he went on muttering 
to himself a long time, how it all happened, how he stood here and 
I there, how before his very eyes, hardly a few feet away, the man 
took the coat off the rack, and so on. In short, though a good man 
at his trade, Astafy Ivanovich was a terrible fellow for getting himself 
all worked up and making no end of a fuss. 

“We’ve been fooled, Astafy Ivanovich,” I said to him in the even- 
ing, offering him a glass of tea and hoping to dispel my boredom by 
making him tell me again the story of the stolen coat ; for from its 
frequent repetition and the great sincerity of the speaker, I was 
beginning to find the story highly amusing. 

“Aye, sir, we’ve been fooled all right,” said Astafy Ivanovich. 
“Mind you, it’s not my business, of course, but I can’t help being 
upset all the same. It fairly makes my blood boil, it does, sir, though 
it’s not my coat that’s been stolen. For to my thinking, sir, there’s 
no worse villain in the world than a thief. Aye, I’ve known many a 
man who’d take your things and never dream of paying for them, 
but a thief, sir, steals the work of your hands, the sweat of your 
brow, and your time, too. A nasty piece of work, that’s what he is 
sir. Makes my blood boil just to talk about him. But begging your 
pardon, sir, how is it you don’t seem to care about the loss of your 
property?” 

“Well, Astafy Ivanovich, you’re quite right of course. It is a 
confounded nuisance. I’d much rather burn my things than let a 
thief have them.” 

“Well, sir, it’s a nuisance all right. Though, mind you, there are 
thieves and thieves. 1 well remember, sir, coming across an honest 
thief once.” 

“An honest thief? Why, how can a man be honest and a thief at 
the same time, Astafy Ivanovich?” 

“Well, sir, that’s true enough. There are no honest thieves, and 
there never have b 'en any. What I wanted to say, sir, was that the 
man I had in mind seemed honest enough, but he stoic all the same. 
Aye, I just couldn’t help being sorry for him.” 

“Why, how did that happen, Astafy Ivanovich?” 

“Well, sir, it happened two years ago. At the time I’d been out 
of work for nearly a year, and just before 1 lost my job I struck up 
an acquaintance with a man I accidentally met in a pub. Down and 
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out he was. A terrible drunkard, loafer, vagabond. Been a clerk in 
some government office, but got chucked out a long time ago on 
account of his drinking. Lord, what a disgraceful sight he was! 
Walked about in rags, and sometimes I wasn't sure he had a shirt 
under his coat. No sooner did he get something than he’d spend it on 
drink. Not that he was what you might call obstreperous. No, sir, 
he was a very quiet man, kind and gentle, and he’d never ask you 
for anything on account of being very shy by nature. But of course 
r couldn’t help seeing how badly the poor fellow wanted a drink, 
scal’d stand him one. Well, so we became good friends. I mean 
to say, sir, it was he really who got himself attached to me. I didn’t 
mind either way. And what a funny man he was, sir! Stuck to me 
like a dog, followed me about everywhere, and that after I’d only 
met him once. No character at all. A rag of a man! At first he asked 
me to let him stay the night. Well, I did. For you see, sir, I had a look 
at his passp'’'r< and there was nothing wrong with it — ^the man was 
all right! The next day he wanted to stay again, and on the following 
day he came and spent the whole day on my window-sill. Stayed 
the night, too. ‘Good Lord,’ 1 thought to myself, ‘I shan’t be able to 
get rid of him now -proviae food and drink for him, and a bed as 
well!’ Just a poor man’s luck, sir. Nothing to cat myself, and here’s 
a perfect stranger to carry about on my back! Nor was it the first 
time he had hung on to somebody he’d never seen before. He used 
to spend his days with some clerk before he ran across me in the 
pub. They were always out drinking together. Only the poor man 
seemed to have had some serious trouble, for he soon drank himself 
to death. Anyway, the man I’m telling you about, sir, was called 
Yemelyan Ilyich. I was racking my brains what to do with him. I 
couldn’t just chuck him out. I was dreadfully sorry for the poor 
beggar. You can’t imagine, sir, what a pitiful wreck of a man he was. 
Never uttered a word, never asked for anything, just sat there gazing 
into my eyes like a dog. That’s what drink docs to a man, sir! Well, 
so there 1 was wondering what to say to the man. 1 couldn’t very 
well say, ‘Look here, Yemelyan, you'd better go. This is no place 
for you. You’ve come to the wrong man. Soon I shall have nothing 
to cat myself, so how can you expect me to keep you?’ I wondered, 
sir, what he would have done if I’d said that to him. Well, I knev’ 
very well of course that if I told him that he’d sit there looking at me 
a long time without at first being able to take in what I was saying, 
and when he at last saw what I meant he’d get up from the window, 
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pick Up his little bundle (I can see that bundle now, sir, a red check 
bundle full of holes that he carried about with him everywhere and 
that he used to stuff all sorts of rubbish into), and set his tattered 
old coat to rights to make it look decent and keep him warm, and 
so that the holes didn’t show — ^very particular he was about his 
appearance! Then he’d open the door and go out on the landing 
with tears in his eyes. Well, sir, I couldn’t let a man go to the dogs 
like that — was really sorry for him! But, I thought next, what was 
going to happen to me when I lost my job? ‘Wait a bit, Yemelyan, 
my dear fellow,’ I says to myself, ‘you won’t be eating and drinking 
and making merry at my expense very much longer now. Til be 
moving soon, and then, my lad, it’s ten to one you’ll never find me.’ 

“Well, sir, one fine day I did move. My old master, Alexander 
Filimonovich (he’s dead now, God rest his soul!), said to me at the 
time, ‘I’m very satisfied with you, Astafy,’ he said. ‘We shan’t forget 
you, and when we come back from the country we’ll take you on 
again.’ I had been his butler, oh, for many years — a grand man he 
was, too, but he died a few months later. Well, so after seeing them 
off, I collected my belongings, what little money I had, thinking to 
take it easy for a bit, and went to live with an old lady I knew. Took 
a small room in her fiat. She had only that small room to spare. She 
used to be in service herself, a nursemaid she was, but now she lived 
by herself on her pension. ‘Well,’ I says to myself, ‘it’s goodbye for 
good, Yemelyan, old fellow. You’ll never find me now!’ 

“Well, sir, what do you think? 1 came back in the evening (I had 
gone out to see a man I knew), and there was Yemelyan sitting quietly 
on my chest in his tattered old coat and with his bundle beside him, 
and to while away the time he had borrowed a book from my land- 
lady (a prayer book it was), and he was holding it in his hands — 
upside-down! So he had found me after all! I gave up. ‘It’s no use,’ I 
thought to myself. ‘It can’t be helped. Why didn’t you get rid of him 
at first?’ So knowing very well that he had come to stay, I just said 
to him, ‘You haven’t forgotten your passport, Yemelyan, have you?’ 

“Well, sir, so 1 sat down and began to consider what to do next. 
‘After all,’ thought I, ‘what harm can a homeless old tramp do 
you?’ And on thinking it over, I decided that the harm he’d do me 
wouldn’t amount to much. ‘He’ll have to have something to eat of 
course,’lthought.‘ Well, I’ll give him apiece of bread in the morning, 
and to make the meal more tasty like, buy an onion or two. At 
midday I’ll give him another bit of bread and onion, and for supper 
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some more onion with kviis^ and bread, too, if he asks for it. And 
should some cabbage soup come our way, weMi have a real feast, 
the two of us.’ I’m no great eater myself, and it’s a well-known fact, 
sir, that a drinking man never eats : all he wants is vodka and a drop 
of brandy. ‘He’ll ruin me with his drinking,’ thought I, and as I was 
thinking of that something else occurred to me, something I couldn’t 
get out of my head. For 1 suddenly realised, sir, that if Yemelyan 
was to go, there’d be nothing left for me to live for. So I made up 
my mind there and then to be his only provider and benefactor. ‘I 
myst get him to give up drinking,’ 1 thought, ‘1 must save him from 
utter min.’ ‘All right, Yemelyan, old fellow,’! says to myself, ‘you 
can stay if you like, but, mind, behave yourself-— orders is orders!’ 

“The first thing I decided to do, sir, was to teach Yemelyan some 
trade, find a job of work for him to do. Naturally, it couldn’t be 
done all at once. ‘ Let him enjoy himself a little first,’ 1 says to myself, 
‘and in the meantime I’ll think of something, find out what special 
abilities you possess, Yemelyan, what kind of work you’re good at.’ 
For every job, sir, first of all requires that the man engaged in it 
should have the right kind of ability. Well, sir, so I starts obser\4ng 
him on the quiet, and it didn’t take me long to find out that poor 
old Yemelyan was a desperate case. Aye, there was nothing at all he 
was good for. So 1 first of all gives him a piece of good advice. 
‘Why, Yemelyan,’ I says to him, ‘take a look at yourself, and do,’ 
1 says, ‘try to make yourself a bit more respectable like. Look at the 
rags you go about in. Look at that disgraceful old coat of yours! 
Why, God forgive me, all it’s good foi is to make a sieve out of. 
Fie, for shame, Yemelyan,’ 1 says. ‘It’s about time you turned over 
a new leaf and became a changed man! ’ 

“Well, sir, poor old Yemelyan just sits listening to me with his 
head hanging down. There was nothing you could do with him. 
Why, drink had robbed him even of speech. Couldn’t say a sensible 
word, he couldn’t. Talk to him about cucumbers and he talks back 
to you about kidney-beans! He listened to me a long time, then he 
just heaved a sigh. 

“‘What are you sigliing for, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘Oh, nothing,’ he says, ‘don't take any notice of me, Astafy. 
Do you know,’ he says, ‘do you know, Astafy, 1 saw two women 
lighting in the street today. One upset the other’s basket of cran- 
berries on purpose.’ 

“‘Well, what about it?’ 
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‘“Well, you see, Astafy, so the second woman upsets the first 
woman’s cranberries on purpose and starts stamping on them!’ 
‘“Well, so what about it, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘Oh, nothing, Astafy. I just thought I’d tell you, that’s all.’ 
“‘That’s all! Oh, Yemelyan, Yemelyan,’ thought I, ‘drink has 
been your undoing, and no mistake!’ 

“‘And you know, Astafy, a gentleman dropped a note on the 
pavement in Gorokhovaya Street — ^no, not in Gorokhovaya Street, 
in Sadovaya Street it was — and a peasant saw it and said. My lucky 
day! But another peasant also saw it and said. No, sir, it’s my lucky 
day! I saw it first! . . .’ 

‘“Well, Yemelyan?’ 

‘“Well, so the two peasants had a fight, and a policeman came 
up, picked up the note, gave it back to the gentleman, and threatened 
to take the two peasants to the police station!’ 

“‘Well, so what about it, Yemelyan? 1 mean what is there 
specially instructive about it?’ 

“‘Why, I didn’t mean anything, Astafy. Only the people in the 
street did laugh a lot.’ 

“‘Oh, Yemelyan, Yemelyan, what does it matter what the people 
in the street do? Think of yourself, Yemelyan, think of your immortal 
soul which you’ve sold for a few coppers. Y ou know what, Yemelyan?* 
“‘What, Astafy?’ 

“‘Why don’t you get yourself some work? You really ought to, 
you know. For the hundredth time I’m telling you, Yemelyan — have 
pity on yourself!’ 

“‘But what work do you want me to get, Astafy? T really don’t 
know what work I can do, and besides, T don’t think anyone will 
give me any work.’ 

“‘Of course they won’t give you any work, you drunkard! Why 
else do you think they chucked you out of the civil service?’ 

“‘You know, Astafy, Vlas, the potboy, was summoned to the 
office today.’ 

“‘And why did they summon him to the office?’ 

“‘I really don’t know, Astafy. I suppose they must have wanted 
him, so they sent for him.’ 

“‘Ah well,’ thought I, ‘there’s no hope, it seems, for either of us, 
Yemelyan, old fellow. The good Lord must be punishing us for our 
sins!’ And what indeed can you do with a man like that, I ask you, 
sir! 
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“But he was devilishly cunning, Yemelyan was. He’d listen 
quietly to me a long time, but sooner or later he’d get bored, and 
the minute he noticed that I was beginning to lose my temper, he’d 
pick up his old coat and sheer off. He’d loaf about all day and come 
back dead drunk in the evening. 1 don’t know who paid for his 
drinks or where he got the money to pay for them himself. 1 had 
nothing to do with it! 

“‘Now look here, Yemelyan,’ 1 says to him at last, ‘if you go on 
like this very much longer, you’re sure to come to a bad end. Stop 
drinking, do you hear? Give it up! Next time you come home drunk,’ 
f says, ‘you’ll jolly well have to spend the night on the stairs. I’m 
damned if I’ll let you in!’ 

“Well, sir, he saw of course that I really meant it this time, so for 
the next two days he didn't go out, but on the third day he cleared 
off again. 1 sat up waiting for him, but he didn’t come back. To tell 
you the truth, sir, I was beginning to feel a bit uneasy, and, besides, 
1 couldn't help feeling sorry for him. ‘What have I done to him?’ ] 
thouglU. 'J’ve gonf and scared him away good and proper now! 
Where could he have got to, the poor wretch? Pray God, nothing 
happens to him!’ Well, night came and he wasn’t back. In the morn- 
ing I went out on the landing and there he was, sir! Spent the night 
on the landing, he had. Puts his head on the top step and falls 
asleep like that. Chilled to the marrow he was. 

“‘What made you do it, Yemelyan? What a place to spend the 
night in!’ 

“‘Well, you were so angry with me the other night, Astafy. You 
were so terribly vexed and — er — promised to make me spend the 
night on the landing, so 1 — ^well — 1 didn't dare to come in, Astafy, 
and went to sleep here.’ 

“I felt mad at him and sorry for him, too, at the same time. 

“‘Why, surely, Yemelyan,’ I says, ‘you might have got yourself a 
different kind of job. What’s the use of guarding a flight of stairs?’ 

“‘But what different kind of job do you mean, Astafy?’ 

“‘Why, you good-for-nothing loafer,’ I says (fair mad I was at 
him, sir!), you could at least have tried to learn the tailor’s trade! 
Look at that coat of yours! You’re not satisfied, it seems, to have it 
all in holes, you have to sweep the stairs with it, too! Why don’t you 
take a needle and thread and patch it up? You would have done it 
long ago, if you had had any sense of decency left. Oh,’ I says, 
‘you drunkard!’ 
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Well, would you believe it, sir? He did take a needle and thread! 
I had meant it as a joke, but he got properly scared, so he took off 
his coat and sat down to patch it up. I looked at him : his eyes were 
red and bleary, and his hands shook something terrible! He shoved 
and shoved, but the thread just wouldn't go through the eye of the 
needle. How he tried, sir! Screwed up his eyes, wetted the thread, 
twisted it in his fingers, but it was no use. So he gave it up and looked 
at me. 

‘“Well, Yemelyan,’ I says, ‘you’ve certainly made me proud of 
you! If there’d been anybody about,’ I says, ‘I’d have sunk through 
the floor for shame. Why, you poor fool, don’t you realise that I was 
joking, that I just meant it as a reproach? Now, leave it alone,’ I 
says, ‘and don’t attempt to do anything you can’t, and for goodness 
sake don’t sleep on the stairs! Don’t disgrace me by doing such a 
disreputable thing ever again!’ 

“‘But what am I to do, Astafy? I know very well that I’m 
always drunk and that I’m not good for anything, it seems to me 
all I am good for is to cause you, my be-ne-factor, unnecessary 
trouble 

“And, sir, as he said it his blue lips started quivering all of a 
sudden, and a tear rolled down his pale check and trembled on his 
stubby chin, and in another minute the poor fellow burst into a 
regular flood of tears. 

“ ‘ Well, Yemelyan,’ I says to myself, ‘ I never thought you had i t in 
you. Who could have guessed you had such tender feelings? ’ No, I 
says to myself, ^o, it’s no use deceiving myself. 1 ought to give up 
having anything to do with you. Go to the devil for all I care!’ 

“Well, sir, why make a long story of it? And, besides, it was such 
a sorry, miserable business that it is hardly worth wasting words on. 

I mean, sir, you wouldn’t, so to speak, give a brass farthing for the 
whole thing, though I would gladly have given a fortune, if I had had a 
fortune to give, that it should never have happened to me. You see, 
sir, I had a pair of riding breeches (the devil take ’em!), lovely 
breeches they were, too, blue ones with a check pattern. They were 
ordered by a country gentleman who was on a visit to town, but he 
wouldn’t take ’em, after all: they were too narrow for him, he said. 
Well, so they were left on my hands. ‘ It’s a valuable article,’ I thought. 
‘1 might get fifteen roubles or more for them in the second-hand 
market, and even if I didnT, I might manage to get two pairs of 
trousers for our Petersburg gentleman out of them, and have a piece 
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over for a waistcoat for myself.’ To poor folk like us, sir, every 
little counts. Well, as it happened Yemelyan was having a very poor 
time just then. I had noticed that he had not had a drop of liquor for 
some days. He lost heart and looked down in the mouth. Aye, very 
miserable he looked, and that’s the truth. I couldn’t help feeling 
sorry to see him in such a sad state. ‘Well,’ I says to myself, ‘cither 
you’ve got no money, my lad, or you’ve turned over a new leaf in 
good earnest, listened to reason at last, and given up drink for good.’ 
That’s how things stood just then, sir. As it happened, we had a 
church holiday at the time, and I went to evening service. When I 
citne back, I found Yemelyan sitting on the window-sill blind 
drunk, rocking to and fro. Aha, thought I, so you’ve gone and done 
it again, my lad! And 1 went to fetch something from my chest. I 
opened it and the first thing I noticed was that my breeches were no 
longer there. Looked for them everywhere I could think of, but 
couldn’t find them. Well, after I’d turned the place upside down 
and all to ».o /purpose, something seemed to stab me to the heart. [ 
rushed off to my landlady and at first accused her of the theft. 
Aye, acted like a real madman, I did. Hardly knew what 1 was doing. 
You see, sir, it hadn’t entered my head that Yemelyan was the real 
culprit, though the evi lence was staring me in the face, as you might 
say, for the man was blind drunk! ‘No, sir,’ says my landlady, ‘I 
never seen your breeches, and, anyway, what would 1 want with your 
breeches? I couldn’t wear them, could I? Why,’ she says, ‘I missed a 
skirt of mine myself the other day, and 1 shouldn’t wonder,’ she says, 
‘if it wasn’t one of those nice friends of yours who look it. As for 
your breeches,’ she says, ‘I know nothing about 'em.’ ‘But who was 
here while I was out,’ I asked. ‘Did anyone call?’ ‘No, sir,’ she says, 
‘no one called. I’ve been here all the time and I ought to know. 
Yemelyan went out and came back. There he is. Why don’t you ask 
him? ’ So I asked Yemelyan. ‘Tell me, Yemelyan,’ I says, ‘you haven’t 
by any chance taken them breeches of mine, have you? The new 
riding breeches,’ I says, ‘1 made specially for the country gentleman. 
You remember them, don’t you?’ 

“‘No, Astafy,’ he says, Tm sure I — cr — never took ’em.’ 

“Well, of all things! I started searching for them again, looked 
everywhere, but it was no use. And Yemelyan, sir, was sitting there 
all the time, rocking to and fro. I squats down over the chest on my 
heels in front of him, and all of a sudden 1 looks at him out of the 
comer of my eye. ‘Ah well,’ thought I, and fairly mad at him I was, 
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I can tell you. Got red in the face even. Then, quite unexpectedly, 
Yemelyan, too, looks at me. 

‘“No, Astafy,* he says, ‘I never took your breeches. You’re — cr — 
perhaps thinking I did, but I never touched them! ’ 

“‘But where could they have got to, Yemelyan? ’ 

“‘Haven’t the faintest idea, Astafy,’ he says. ‘I’ve never seen 
them.’ 

“‘Well, in that case, Yemelyan,’ I says, ‘it seems they must have 
walked off by themselves, don’t it?’ 

“‘Maybe they have, Astafy,’ he says. ‘Maybe they have.’ 

“Well, sir, having heard what Yemelyan had to say for himself, I 
got up without another word, went over to the window, lighted my 
lamp, and set down to work. Altering a waistcoat for a civil servant 
on the floor below, I was just then. I was boiling with rage. I 
mean, sir. I’d have felt much happier if I’d taken all my clothes and 
lighted the stove with them. Well, Yemelyan must have guessed how 
bitter I felt. For a man given to wickedness, sir, scents trouble far 
off, like a bird before a storm. 

“‘You know, Astafy,’ began Yemelyan, and his weak voice 
shook as he spoke, ‘the male nurse Antip Prokhorovich got 
married this morning to the wife of the coachman who died the 
other day. . . .’ 

“Well, sir, I just gave him a look, and 1 suppose it must have been 
a very nasty look, too, for Yemelyan saw what I meant all right. 
So he gets up at once, goes over to the bed and starts searching for 
something on tfie floor there. I waited. He goes on rummaging a long 
time, muttering to himself, ‘No, not here — not here. Where can the 
blessed thing have got to?’ 1 waited to see what would happen. 
Then, believe it or not, sir, he crawled under the bed on all fours! 
Well, when I saw him do that, I couldn’t hold out any longer. 

“‘What are you crawling about under the bed for, Yemelyan?’ I 
says. 

“‘Why, Astafy,’ he says, ‘I’m looking for your breeches, of 
course. Maybe thev’ve dropped down there somewhere.’ 

“‘But why, sir,’ I says (called him ‘sir’ out of sheer spite, I did), 
‘why, sir, should you go to so much trouble for a poor ignorant 
man like me? Why crawl on your knees for nothing?’ 

“‘Why, Astafy,’ he says, ‘I don’t mind. Who knows they might 
turn up if we go on looking for them long enough.’ 

“‘Indeed?’ I says. ‘Look here, Yemelyan ’ 
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‘“Yes, Astafy?’ 

‘“Are you sure,* I says, ‘you haven’t simply stolen them, like a 
common thief, in return for everything I done for you?’ 

“You see, sir, it made me mad to see him crawling on his knees 
before me — the last straw, that was! 

“ ‘No, I haven’t . . . Astafy.’ 

“But he didn’t come out from under the bed. No, sir. Lay there a 
long time on his face, and when at last he did crawl out, he was as 
white as a sheet. He stood up, sat down beside me on the window- 
sill, and stayed sitting there for ten minutes, I reckon. 

* ‘ ‘ No, Astafy,’ he says all of a sudden, standing up and advancing 
towards me, looking (1 can see him still) ghastly, ‘no, Astafy,’ he 
says, ‘ I’ve never — er — touched your breeches.’ 

“He was shaking all over, pointing a quivering finger at his 
breast, and his voice shaking so dreadfully it gave me an awful turn 
and 1 just sat there as though 1 was stuck to the window. 

‘“Well, ’^c'lijlyan,’ I says, ‘I’m sorry if, fool that I am, I’ve 
accused you unjustly As for the breeches,’ I says, ‘I don’t care if 
they are lost. We can get along without them. We’ve still got our 
hands, thank God, and there's no need for us to go thieving or . . . 
begging from some poor devil, cither. We can always cam our 
bread ’ 

“Yemelyan listened to me in silence, and after a while he sat 
down on the windowsill again. He stayed there all the evening, 
never stirring from his place. He was still there when I went to bed, 
and when I got up the next morning I found him curled up in his 
old coat on the bare floor. He was loo humiliated, you sec, to come 
to bed. Well, sir, since that day I conceived a violent dislike for him, 
and to tell you the truth, sir, during the first few days I simply hated 
the sight of him. It was as though my own son, so to speak, had 
robbed me or done me some mortal injury. 

“Well, sir, for the next fortnight Yemelyan was out on the spree, 
drinking hard all the time. Went off the rails good and proper, that 
is. He’d go out in the morning and come back late at night, and for 
the whole of that fortnight I never heard him utter a single word. I 
suppose he must have felt pretty low at the time, or maybe he even 
wanted to do himself in, one way or another. However, at last it 
was all over. There was no more drinking. I reckon he must have 
run through his money by then. At all events, there he was sitting in 
the window again. Sat there, if my memory serves me right, for 
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three whole days, without uttering a word. Then ail of a sudden I 
saw that he was crying. You see, sir, one minute he sat there as if 
nothing was wrong, and the next minute he was crying. And, Lord, 
how that man did cry! Tears streamed in a flood out of his eyes, 
while he seemed to be unaware of them, just like water pouring out 
of a well. Well, sir, it’s a terrible thing to see a man, and, particularly, 
an old man like Yemelyan, crying from sorrow and despair. 

‘“What’s the matter, Yemelyan?’ 1 says. 

“He started shaking all over. Was very startled, you see, for it 
was the first time that evening I had spoken to him. 

“ ‘ Nothing, Astafy ’ 

‘“Now, look here, Yemelyan, what does it matter? Let the whole 
thing go hang, so far as I’m concerned. What are you sitting like a 
broody hen for?’ 

“Felt very sorry for him, I did, sir. 

“ ‘ Oh, it’s nothing, Astafy. It isn’t because of that at all. I’ve been 
thinking — er — ^I’d like to get some woik, Astafy.’ 

“‘What sort of work, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘Oh, any sort of work. Maybe I could find a job, same as 1 had 
before. I’ve already been to ask Fedossey Ivanovich. ... I don’t 
want to be a burden to you, Astafy. Maybe when I find a job I’ll 
pay it all back and reward you for all your trouble.’ 

“‘Don’t talk such nonsense, Yemelyan. Suppose you did some- 
thing you didn’t ought to — ^what does it matter? To hell with it! 
Let’s go on as we used to! ’ ^ 

“‘No, Astafy! I can see you’re still — er — ^harpin| on it, but I told 
you 1 never took your breeches.’ 

“‘Well, have it your own way. I don’t mind, I’m sure.’ 

“‘No, Astafy, I can see I can’t go on living with you. I’m sorry, 
Astafy, but I shall have to go.’ 

“‘But, bless my soul,’ I says, ‘who’s been offending you, 
Yemelyan? Who’s driving you out of the house? You don’t mean to 
say I’m doing it, do you?’ 

“‘No, Astafy, I can’t possibly stay with you now. I'd better be 
going.’ 

“You see, sir, the man was too cut up, kept harping on the same 
thing. And sure enough, he gets up and starts pulling his old coat 
over his shoulders. 

‘“But where are you off to, Yemelyan? Be sensible, man. What 
are you doing? Where will you go?’ 
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“ ‘ Goodbye, Astafy . Don’t try to stop me (here he began whimper- 
ing again). 1 think it’s time I got out of your way. You’re no longer 
the same.’ 

‘“How do you mean I’m no longer the same? Of course I am the 
same! Mark my words, Yemelyan, you’ll perish like a helpless child 
by yourself.’ 

“‘No, Astafy, you’re not the same,’ he says. ‘Every time you go 
out now you lock up your chest, and I can’t help crying when I see 
you do that. No, you’d better not try to stop me, Astafy, and forgive 
if I done anything to offend you while living with you.’ 

“Well, sir, he did go. Left me that very day, he did. I waited the 
whole day for him, expecting him to be back in the evening, but no, 
he didn’t come. There was no sign of him next day, either, nor the 
day after. I got really worried, so worried that I could neither cat, 
drink nor sleep. The fellow had quite disarmed me! On the fourth 
day I went out to look for him. Went round all the pubs asking for 
him, but he wasn’t to be found anywhere: gone, vanished! ‘Not 
dead, are you, Yemelyan?’ I thought to myself. ‘Yielded up the 
ghost under some fence in a drunken stupor maybe and now 
you’re lying there like a piece of rotten wood.’ I just dragged myself 
home, feeling more dead than alive. Made up my mind to go out 
looking for him again the next day. And all the time I was cursing 
myself for having let such a helpless fool of a man go off by himself. 
Very early on the morning of the fifth day (it was a holiday) I heard 
the door creak. I looked up and saw Yemelyan coming in. His face 
had gone a bluish colour and his hair was caked in mud, as though 
he’d been sleeping in the street. I'hin as a lath he was. He took off 
his tattered old coat, sat down beside me on the chest, and looked 
at me. 1 was glad to sec him, 1 can tell you, sir, but at the same time 
1 was more cut up than ever. For, you sec, sir, it’s like this : if I had 
ever done something wrong, I’d have died like a dog sooner than 
come back. Aye, it’s the gospel truth Fm telling you. But Yemelyan 
came back. And, naturally, it fairly broke my heart to sec a man in 
such a terrible plight. I made much of him, talked kindly to him, 
comforted him. 

‘“Well, Yemelyan, my dear old fellow,’ 1 says to him, ‘I’m 
certainly glad to see you back. Had you been a few minutes later, 
I’d have gone round the pubs again looking for you. Have you hud 
anything to eat at all?’ 

‘“Yes, thank you, Astafy,’ he says, ‘1 have.’ 
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“*Come now, are you sure? Here, my dear fellow, here’s some 
cabbage soup left over from yesterday. It’s good stuff, had some 
beef in it. And here’s some bread and an onion. Come, eat it,’ 1 says. 
‘It’ll do you good.’ 

“I gave it to him, and saw at once that the poor chap had not 
tasted food for maybe three days — ^he was so ravenous! Aye, it was 
hunger that had driven him to me. Well, 1 felt real sorry for the poor 
wretch. My heart overflowed with pity as I looked at him. ‘I think,’ 

1 says to myself, ‘I’d better run out to the pub and get him a drink 
to cheer him up a little, and let’s put an end to all that sorry 
business. There’s not a drop of bitterness left in my heart against 
you, Yemelyan, old fellow!’ So I ran out to the pub and brought 
back some vodka. ‘Here, Yemelyan,’ 1 says, ‘come on, let's have a 
drink, seeing it’s a holiday today! Like a diink? It’s good for your 
health.’ 

“ He held out his hand, held it out greedy-like, but stopped before 
taking the glass. A minute later 1 saw him take it, lift it to his mouth, 
and spill some of the drink on his sleeve. He got it as far as his lips, 
but put it down at once on the table. 

“‘Why, what’s the matter, Yemelyan?' 

“‘No, thank you, Astafy, I — cr — I don’t think I ’ 

“‘Don’t you want a drink?’ 

“‘No, thank you, Astafy, I — er — T — well — I’m not going to— -or — 
drink any more, Astafy.' 

“‘But why nqt, Yemelyan? Have you given up drink altogether, or 
is it only today you don’t feel like having one?’ 

“He made no answer. A moment later 1 noticed that he dropped 
his head wearily on his hand. 

‘“What’s the matter, Yemelyan? Are you ill?’ 

“‘Yes, Astafy. Afraid so.’ 

“I put him to bed at once. I could sec he was in a bad way : his 
head was burning and he was shivering in a fever. T sat by him all 
day, and towards night his illness took a turn for the worse. I 
mixed some vegetable oil and kvas, put in some chopped-up spring 
onions and breadcrumbs, and gave it to him. ‘Come,’ 1 says, 
‘have some of this, Yemelyan. It'll make you feel better.’ But he 
shook his head. ‘No, thank you, Astafy,’ he says. ‘If you don’t 
mind I’d much rather not have any dinner today.’ I made some tea, 
tired my landlady out preparing all sorts of things for him, but he 
wouldn’t have anything. ‘Well,’ I says to myself, ‘it certainly looks 
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bad!’ The third morning 1 went to fetch a doctor. There was one 
living quite near, Kostopravov his name was. Fd known him when 
1 was in service with the Bossomyagins. Had him in myself when I 
was ill. The doctor came and had a look at Yemelyan. ‘He’s in a 
bad way, isn’t he?’ he says. ‘You could have spared yourself the 
trouble of calling me in. Still,’ he says, ‘I suppose I’d better give 
him some powders.’ Well, sir, I never gave Yemelyan the powders, 
for I could see that the doctor himself hadn’t any faith in them. In 
the meantime the fifth day came. 

“Well, sir, there he lay dying before my eyes. I sat in the window 
with my work in my hands. My landlady was heating the stove. 
None of us spoke. My heart bled on account of that worthless 
drunkard, sir. I felt like I was losing my own son. I knew Yemelyan 
was looking at me all the time. I noticed that the poor fellow had 
been trying hard since morning to tell me something, but it seemed 
as if he couldn’t screw up his courage to do it. At last I looked up 
at him. Oh, th». ugony in the poor fellow’s eyes, sir! He’d never taken 
them off me for a moment ; but when he saw me looking at him he 
dropped them quickly. 

“‘I say, Astafy. . . .’ 

“‘What is it, Yemelyan?’ 

“ ‘If you took my old coat to the second-hand market, Astafy, do 
you think they’d give you a lot for it?’ 

“‘Well,’ I says, ‘I hardly think they’d offer me a great deal for it, 
Yemelyan. Three roubles, perhaps.’ 

“But as a matter of fact, sir, if I had taken it, they wouldn’t have 
given me as much as a penny for it. Most likely they would have 
laughed in my face for trying to sell them a useless old rag like that. 
1 said it just to comfort the old fellow, seeing what a simpleton he 
was. 

“‘And I was thinking, Astafy, that they might give you ten 
roubles for it. It’s made of fine cloth, Astafy. They’d give you more 
than three roubles for a coat made of fine cloth, wouldn't they?’ 

“‘Well, I don’t really know, Yemelyan,’ 1 says, ‘but if you want 
me to take it, then of course I’ll ask ten roubles for it to begin with.’ 

“Yemelyan was silent for a minute or two; then he called me 
again. 

“‘Astafy!’ 

“‘What is it, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘Sell my coat when I die. Don’t bury me in it. I’ll be all right 
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without it. It’s a valuable article, Astafy. It might come in very 
handy for you.* 

‘‘Well, sir, I can’t tell you how dreadful I felt when he said that! 
I could see that the end was near. We were silent again. So a whole 
Imur passed. Then I looked at him. He was still staring at me, but 
when he met my eyes he looked down again. 

“ ‘ Want a drink of water, Yemelyan? ’ 

“‘Yes, thank you, Astafy.* 

“I gave him some water and he drank it. 

“‘Thank you, Astafy,’ he says again. 

“‘Is there anything else you’d like, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘No, thank you, Astafy, 1 don’t want anything. Only ’ 

“‘Only what, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘I— er ’ 

“‘What is it, Yemelyan?’ 

“‘The riding breeches, Astafy. It was me who — er — took them.’ 

“‘Well,’ I says, ‘I’m sure the Lord will forgive you, you poor 
fellow. You can die in peace.’ 

“And feeling a lump coming up to my throat and tears gushing 
out of my eyes, I turned away for a moment. 

“‘Astafy ’ 

“I turned roimd and saw that Yemelyan was trying to say some- 
thing to me. He was trying desperately to sit up, and his lips were 
moving soundlessly. All of a sudden he reddened, and looked at me. 
Then I saw him go pale again, paler and paler, and suddenly he 
seemed to shrivel up. His head fell back, he drew one last breath, and 
gave up his soul to his Maker.’’ 
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A WEDDING 

From the Memoirs of an Unknown 


T he other day I saw a wedding. But no! I’d better tell you 
about the Christmas tree. The wedding was all right; 
1 liked it very much, but the other affair was much better. 
1 don’t know how it was that, looking at the wedding, 1 should have 
remembered the Christmas tree. It happened like this. Exactly live 
years ago, ui. New Year’s Eve, I was invited to a children’s party. 
The person who had invited me was a well-known business man, a 
man of good connections, a man with an influential circle of 
acquaintances, a man who knew all there was to know about 
pulling strings, so that there was good reason to believe that the 
children’s party was merely an excuse for the parents to get together 
and have a talk about other interesting matters in an innocent, casual, 
unpremeditated sort of way. I was a stranger there ; I had no interest- 
ing matters to discuss, and for that reason I spent the evening more 
or less as I pleased. There was another man there who, too, ap- 
parently had neither friends nor relations and who, like me, just 
happened to be present on that happy family occasion. He was the 
first to catch my eye — a tall, spare man, very serious, very decently 
dressed. But it was quite evident that he was in no mood for fun or 
happy family occasions. Indeed, whenever he found himself alone 
in some corner he left off smiling at once and knit his bushy, black 
brows. Apart from our host, he did not know a single soul at the 
party. One could sec that he was terribly bored, but he kept up 
valiantly and to the bitter end the part of a perfectly happy man who 
was having a really good time. I found out afterwards that he was 
from the provinces and had come up to town on some extremely 
important and highly complicated business, lie had brought a 
letter of introduction to our host who extended his patronage lo 
him by no means con amore, and who invited him to his children's 
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party out of mere courtesy. There were no card games, no one 
offered him a cigar, no one engaged him in conversation, having, 
perhaps, recognised at a distance the sort of awkward customer he 
was, and for that reason the poor fellow, not knowing what to do 
with his hands, was forced to spend the whole evening stroking his 
whiskers. His whiskers were indeed extremely handsome. But he 
stroked them with such enthusiasm that one could not help feeling 
that his whiskers were brought into the world first, and the gentle- 
man himself was only afterwards attached to them in order to stroke 
them. 

In addition to this odd character who took part in this extra- 
ordinary manner in the family celebration of our host (the proud 
father of five strapping boys), there was another man in the room 
who aroused my curiosity. But he was a person of quite a different 
sort. He was a man of consequence. His name was Julian 
Mastakovich. From the first glance it was obvious that he was on 
the same terms with our host as our host was with the gentleman 
who was stroking his whiskers. Our host and hostess overwhelmed 
him with compliments, danced attendance on him, offered him 
drinks, fawned upon him, took their visitors up to him to be 
introduced, but did not take him to be introduced to anybody. 1 
noticed the glint of a tear in our host's eye when Julian 
Mastakovich observed apropos of the party that he did not often 
spend his time so pleasantly. I don’t know why, but I felt overawed 
in the presence of so important a personage and, consequently, 
having admired the children, I withdrew to a small drawing-room, 
which was completely deserted, and sat down in the arbour of 
flowers arranged by our hostess which occupied almost half the 
room. 

All the children were incredibly sweet and quite determined not 
to behave like grown-ups in spite of the admonitions of their fond 
mothers and governesses. They stripped the Christmas tree to the 
last sweetmeat in a twinkling and even found time to break half the 
toys before they knew what toy was meant for which. One black- 
eyed, curly-headed boy, who kept trying to shoot me with his 
wooden gun, was particularly lovely to look at. But it was his 
sister who attracted more attention than any other child at the party. 
She was a girl of eleven, pretty as a picture, very quiet, pale, dreamy, 
with a pair of large, pensive, prominent eyes. The children must have 
done something to hurt her feelings, for she went away to the same 
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drawing-room in which I was sitting and busied herself in a comer — 
with her doll. The visitors respectfully pointed out a wealthy 
government contractor, her father, and I heard someone saying in 
a whisper that he had already set aside three hundred thousand 
roubles for her dowiy. 1 turned round to see who was so interested 
in such a circumstance, and my glance fell on Julian Mastakovich, 
who, with his hands behind his back and his head slightly inclined 
to one side, seemed to listen with rapt attention to the idle talk of 
these people. Afterwards I could not help admiring the wisdom of 
ouf hosts in the distribution of the children’s presents. The little 
girl who already had a portion of three hundred thousand roubles 
received the most expensive doll. There followed presents which 
decreased in value in accordance with the decrease in the social rank 
of the parents of all these happy children. Finally, the last child to 
receive a present, a small, thin, freckled, red-haired little boy of ten, 
got nothing but a book of stories with descriptions of the grandeur 
of nature, Jic .c-ir? shed under the influence of strong emotion, etc., 
without pictures or even a tail-piece. He was the son of a poor 
widow, the governess of our host’s children, a completely cowed and 
scared little boy. He was dressed in a jacket of cheap material. 
Having received his book, he wandered round the other toys for a 
long time. He wanted terribly to play with the other children, but 
he did not dare: one could see that he already felt and understood 
his position. I am veiy fond of watching children. I find their first 
manifestation of independence most fascinating. I noticed that the 
red-haired boy was so tempted by the expensive toys of the other 
children, and especially by the theatre, in which he wanted very 
badly to take some part, that he did not hesitate to do a bit of cring- 
ing. He smiled and ingratiated himself with the other children, he 
gave away his apple to a pasty-faced boy who already had a large 
number of presents tied up in a handkerchief, and he even went so 
far as to give a ride on his back to another boy so as not to be driven 
away from the theatre. But a minuie later some scamp of a boy gave 
him a really good thrashing. The little boy did not dare to cry. His 
mother, the governess, immediately intervened and told him not to 
interfere with tlie games vT the other children. The child went away 
into the same drawing room where the little girl was playing by herself. 
She made friends with him, and the two set about dressing the cxpensb'f* 
doll, in which occupation they soon became intently absorbed. 

I had been sitting there for about half an hour in the ivy arbour 
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and had almost fallen asleep, as I listened to the brisk chatter of the 
red-haired boy and the beautiful little girl with the dowry of three 
hundred thousand, both so busy with their doll, when Julian 
Mastakovich suddenly walked into the room. He had taken advant- 
age of a rather disgraceful scene caused by a quarrel among the 
children to escape unnoticed from the ballroom. 1 noticed that only 
a minute ago he had been talking very animatedly to the father of 
the future heiress, to whom he had just been introduced, about the 
superiority of some branch of public service over another. Now he 
stood absorbed in meditation and seemed to be doing a sum on his 
fingers. 

“Three hundred . . . three hundred . . he was whispering. 
“Eleven . . . twelve . . . thirteen . . he went on counting. “ Sixteen — 
five years! Suppose it’s at four per cent — ^that’ll make twelve, five 
times twelve is sixty, and the interest on the sixty . . . well, say, in 
five years it’ll be four hundred. Yes, that’s it! . . . But, good Lord, he 
won’t invest it at four per cent, not that blackguard! More likely 
at eight or ten per cent. Well, then, say, five hundred, yes, five 
hundred thousand at least, that's certain. Of course, there may be 
something over for her trousseau . . . h’m. . . .” 

He stopped meditating, blew his nose and was about to go out of 
the room when his glance suddenly fell on the little girl and he 
stopped dead. He did not see me behind the pots of greenery. He 
appeared to me to be in a state of great agitation. Whether it was the 
sum he had been doing that had so wrought upon his imagination, 
or whether it was something else, I could not tell, but he kept 
rubbing his hands and could not stand still for a moment. This 
excitement increased to nec plus ultra when he stopped and threw 
another determined glance on the future heiress. He was about to 
walk up to her, but first threw a furtive look round the room. Then 
he began approacliing the child on tiptoe, as though feeling guilty 
of something. He went up to her with a little insinuating smile and 
kissed her on the head. The little girl, not expecting this attack, 
uttered a frightened cry. 

“And what are you doing here, my sweet child?” he asked in a 
whisper, throwing another furtive look round him and patting the 
little girl’s cheek. 

“We’re playing....” 

“Oh? With him?” Julian Mastakovich looked askance at the little 
toy. “ Run away to the ballroom, there’s a good boy,” he said to him. 
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The boy stared at him, but made no answer. Julian Mastakovich 
again looked round furtively and again bent down to the little girl. 

“What have you got there, my sweet child?” he asked. “A dolly?” 

“A dolly,” the little girl answered, frowning and a little 
frightened. 

“A dolly And do you know, my sweet child, what your dolly 

is made of?” 

“No, sir,” the girl replied in a whisper, hanging her head. 

“Why, it’s made of rags, darling,” and looking sternly at the 
little,boy, Julian Mastakovich added, “Go to your playmates in the 
ballroom, boy!” 

The boy and girl frowned and clutched at each other. They did 
not want to be separated. 

“And do you know why they gave you that doll?” asked Julian 
Mastakovich, lowering his voice more and more. 

“No, sir.” 

“Because jou v**. been a sweet and well-behaved child all the 
week.” 

Julian Mastakovich, now in a ferment of excitement, threw a 
careful glance round the room, and lowering his voice more and 
more, asked in a scaiceb audible whisper, his voice broken with 
emotion and impatience 

“And do you promise to love me, my little darling, when I come 
and sec your mummy and daddy?” 

Saying this, Julian Mastakovich tried once more to kiss “the 
little darling”, but the red-haired boy, seeing that she was on the 
point of biusting into tears, seized her hand and began to whimper 
from sympathy with her. Julian Mastakovich got angry in good 
earnest. 

“Go away, go away from here!” he said to the boy. “Go on. 
Go to your playmates in the ballroom!” 

“No, no,” cried the little girl. “You go away! Leave him alone, 
leave him alone, will you?” she said, almost in tears. 

Someone made a noise at the door. Julian Mastakovich took 
fright and drew himself up majestically to his full height. But the 
red-haired boy, who was even more frightened than Julian Mastako- 
vich, abandoned the girl and, keeping close to the wall, slunk out of 
the drawing-room into the dining-room. To avoid suspicion, 
Julian Mastakovich, too, went into the dining-room. He was red as 
a lobster, and, glancing into the looking-glass, seemed to be ashamed 
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of himself. I expect he was sorry for his excitement and impatience. 
It was of bourse possible that he was so taken aback at the very 
beginning by the sum he was doing on his fingers, that he was so 
tempted and inspired by it, that in spite of all his importance and 
dignity he had decided to act like a hot-headed youth and take the 
object of his desires by storm, without reflecting that the object of 
his desires could not become a real object for at least another five 
years. I followed the worthy gentleman into the dining room and 
there I beheld a strange sight. Julian Mastakovich, flushed with 
vexation and anger, was bullying the red-haired boy, who, retreating 
further and further from him, did not know where to run in his terror. 

“Go away, you beastly little beggar, go away! What are you doing 
here? Stealing fruit, are you? Stealing fruit, eh? Off with you, you 
naughty boy! Get out, you snivelling little idiot! Away to your 
playmates! Go!” 

The terrified little boy, in a frantic effort to escape his pursuer, 
tried to crawl under the table. But Julian Mastakovich, beside him- 
self with fury, took out his large cambric handkerchief and started 
lashing out with it viciously in an attempt to force the child, who had 
grown as quiet as a mouse, to come out from under the table. It 
should be recorded here that Julian Mastakovich was somewhat 
corpulent. He was a sleek, ruddy-cheeked, solidly built, paunchy 
man, with fat thighs, in a word, strong as a horse, as they say, and 
round as a nut. He was perspiring, panting, and getting terribly red 
in the face. At last he got almost mad with rage, so great was his 
indignation and perhaps — who knows?— jealousy. 1 burst out laugh- 
ing. Julian Mastakovich turned round and, in spite of all his self- 
importance, was thrown into utter confusion. At that moment our 
host walked in from the opposite door. The young lad crawled out 
from under the table and wiped his elbows and knees. Julian Mas- 
takovich hastened to put the handkerchief, which he was holding 
by one end, to his nose. 

Our host regarded the three of us with a somewhat puzzled expres- 
sion; but as a m'^n of experience who took a serious view of life, 
he immediately availed himself of the opportunity of catching his 
visitor by himself. 

“This is the boy, sir,” he said, pointing at the red-haired boy, 
“I spoke to you about . . 

‘'I beg your pardon,” said Julian Mastakovich who had not 
•entirely recovered himself. 
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“The son of my children’s governess, sir,” our host went on in the 
tone of a man asking for a favour. “She’s a woman in rather poor 
circumstances, sir, the widow of a very honest civil servant, and that’s 
why I thought you might . . 

“No, no, no,” Julian Mastakovich cried quickly. “I’m sorry, sir, 
but it’s quite out of the question. I’ve made inquiries and there is 
no vacancy, and even if there had been one, there are a dozen 
candidates waiting for it who have a better claim than he. Sorry, 
sir. Very sorry.” 

“ A pity,” said our host, “he’s such a quiet, inoffensive little boy.” 

“"^A very mischievous boy, sir, from what I’ve seen of him,” replied 
Julian Mastakovich with a convulsive twist of his lips. “Get along, 
boy! What arc you waiting for? Go and join your playmates!” he 
said, addressing the boy. 

Here it seemed he could not keep it up any longer and glanced at 
me out of the corner of one eye. I, too, was not able to keep it up 
and laughed stia!ght in his face. Julian Mastakovich at once turned 
away and asked our host in a voice loud enough for me to hear 
who that strange young man was. They began to exchange whispered 
confidences and left the room. Afterwards I saw Julian Mastakovich 
shaking his head incredulously as he listened to our host. 

Having laughed to my heart’s content, I returned to the ballroom. 
There the great man, surrounded by fathers and mothers, including 
our host and hostess, was holding forth very warmly about something 
to a lady he had just been introduced to. The lady was holding by 
the hand the little girl with whom Julian Mastakovich had had the 
scene in the drawing room about ten minutes before. Now he waxed 
ecstatic in his praises of the beauty, talents, grace, and good breeding 
of the sweet child. He quite undisguisedly grovelled before the mother, 
who listened to him almost with tears of rapture. The father’s lips 
were smiling. Our host was delighted at these manifestations of 
universal joy. Even the guests were deeply sympathetic ; even the 
children were told to stop playing so as not to interfere w'ith the 
conversation; the air itself was charged with reverence. I heard 
afterwards how the dear mother of the charming little girl, touched 
to the bottom of her heart, begged Julian Mastakovich to be so kind 
as to honour her house with the presence of his inestimable person ; 
how Julian Mastakovich accepted her invitation with unfeigned 
enthusiasm ; and how later on the guests, going their several ways 
as demanded by the rules of propriety and decorum, vied with each 
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Other in paying the most touching compliments to the contractor, 
the contractor's wife, the little girl, and, last but not least, Julian 
Mastakovich. 

“Is that gentleman married?” T asked in a rather loud voice of 
one of my acquaintances who was standing nearest to Julian 
Mastakovich. 

Julian Mastakovich threw a vindictive and searching glance at me. 

“No,” replied my acquaintance, shocked by my breach of good 
manners, a breach which, I must say, I had committed deliberately. 


As I was passing a certain church a few days ago, I was surprised 
to see a large crowd and a great number of carriages in front of it. 
Everyone aroimd me was talking about a wedding. The day was 
cloudy; it was beginning to sleet. I followed the crowd into the 
church and there I saw the bridegroom. He was a small, rotund, 
sleek, paunchy little man, highly adorned. He never sat still, was in 
every part of the church at once, attending to everything and issuing 
orders. At last a rumour passed through the crowd that the bride 
had arrived. I pushed my way through the people and saw an 
extraordinarily beautiful girl for whom the spring-tide of life had 
scarcely begun. But the beautiful girl was sad and pale. She looked 
about her without interest ; I even fancied that her eyes were red 
with recent tears. The classic severity of every feature of her face 
added a touch of solemn dignity to her beauty. And through this 
severity and dignity, through this sadness, a faint glimmer of the 
first innocent bloom of childhood could still be caught. The sensation 
1 got was of something incredibly naive, of something that had not 
yet had time to set, of something young and fresh, and — of some- 
thing, too, that seemed to be mutely beseeching for mercy. 

People were saying that she was only just sixteen. Looking closely 
at the bridegroom, 1 recognised in a flash Julian Mastakovich. I 
looked at her. Dear God! . . . 

1 began to make my way quickly to the door. In the crowd they 
were saying that the bride was an heiress, that her dowry was worth 
five hundred thousand, not to mention the thousands that must have 
been spent on her trousseau 

“He got his sum right, by Jove,” I thought as I elbowed my 
way into the street. 
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I T WAS Easter Monday. The air was warm, the sky blue, the 
sun high, “warm” and bright, but I was plunged in gloom, 
wandered aimlessly behind the barracks in the prison yard, 
looked at the palings of the strong prison fence, counting them 
mechanically, though I did not particularly want to count them, but 
doing it more out of habit than anything else. It was the second day 
of “holidays” in prison. The convicts were not taken out to work, 
lots of them were drunk, cursing and quarrelling broke out every 
minute in d»nc:cnt corners of the prison. Disgusting, coarse songs; 
groups of convicts playing cards under the bunks ; several convicts 
who had run amok and had been dealt with summarily by their 
own comrades, were lying half dead on the bunks, covered with 
sheepskins, until tb y stiould recover consciousness; the knives that 
had already been diawn several times — all this had so harrowing an 
effect on me during the two days of holidays that it made me ill. 
I could never bear without disgust the wild orgies of the common 
people, and here in this place this was specially true. On such days 
even the officials never looked into the prison, carried out no searches, 
did not look for drinks, realising that once a year even these outcasts 
had to be given a chance of enjoying themselves and that otherwise 
things would be much worse. At last blind fury blazed up in my heart. 
I met the Pole, M — ski,^ one of the political prisoners. He gave me a 
a black look, with flashing eyes and trembling lips, “/e hais ces 
brigands!'^ he hissed at me in an undertone and walked past me. 1 
went back to the barracks, although I had rushed out of them like 
a madman only a quarter of an hour before, when six strong peasants 
had hurled themselves on the drunken Tartar Gazin in an attempt to 
quieten him and had begir • beating him. They beat him senselessly — 
a camel might have been killed by such blows. But they knew that 
it was not easy to kill this Hercules, and they beat him therefore 
without any qualms. Now, on my return, 1 noticed Gazin lyiii^ 
^ O. Miretski, who was serN'ing a prison sentence with Dostoevsky. 
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unconscious and without any sign of life on a bunk in a comer at 
the other end of the barracks ; he lay covered with a sheepskin, and 
they all passed by him in silence, knowing very well that if the man 
was unlucky he might die from a beating like that. I made my way 
to my place opposite the window with the iron bars and lay on my 
back with my eyes closed and my hands behind my head. I liked to 
lie like that: no one would bother a sleeping man, and meanwhile 
one could dream and think. But 1 found it difficult to dream : my 
heart was beating uneasily and M — ski’s words were still echoing in 
my ears : “ /e hais ces brigands ! ” However, why dwell on these scenes ; 
I sometimes even now dream of those times at night, and none of 
my dreams is more agonising. Perhaps it will be noticed that to this 
day I have hardly ever spoken in print of my life in prison ; The House 
of the Dead I wrote fifteen years ago in the person of a fictitious 
character who was supposed to have killed his wife. I may add, 
incidentally, just as an interesting detail, that many people have 
thought and have been maintaining ever since the publication of 
that book of mine, that I was sent to Siberia for the murder of my 
wife. 

By and by I did forget my surroundings and became imperceptibly 
lost in memories. During the four years of my imprisonment I was 
continually recalling my past and seemed in my memories to live 
my former life all over again. These memories cropped up by them- 
selves ; I seldom evoked them consciously. It would begin from some 
point, some imperceptible feature, which then grew little by little 
into a complete picture, into some clear-cut and vivid impression. 
I used to analyse those impressions, adding new touches to an event 
that had happened long ago, and, above all, correcting it, correcting 
it incessantly, and that constituted my chief amusement. I'his time 
1 for some reason suddenly remembered one fleeting instant in my 
early childhood when I was only nine years old — an instant that I 
seemed to have completely forgotten ; but at that time I was particu- 
larly fond of memories of my early childhood. I remembered an 
August day in our village; a dry, bright day, though rather cold 
and windy ; summer was drawing to a close, and we should soon have 
to leave for Moscow and again have to spend all winter over the 
boring French lessons, and I was so sorry to leave the country. 1 
walked past the threshing floors and, going down a ravine, climbed 
up into the dense thicket of bushes which stretched from the other 
side of the ravine to the wood. 1 got amongst the bushes, and I could 
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hear not very far away, about thirty yards perhaps, a peasant plough- 
ing by himself on a clearing. I knew he was ploughing up the steep 
slope of a hill. The horse must have found it vciy hard going, for 
from time to time I heard the peasant’s call from a distance: “Gee 
up! Gee up!” 1 knew almost all our peasants, but I did not know 
which of them was ploughing now, nor did it really matter to me 
who it was because I was occupied with my own affairs — I too was 
busy, breaking off a switch from a hazel-tree to strike frogs with ; 
hazel twigs are very lovely, but they are also very brittle, much 
more brittle than birch twigs. I was also interested in4>eetles and other 
insects, and 1 was collecting them ; some of them were very beautiful. 
] also liked the small quick red and yellow lizards with black spots, 
but I was afraid of snakes. However, there were many fewer snakes 
than lizards. There were not many mushrooms there ; to get mush- 
rooms one had to go to the birch wood, and I was about to go there. 
And there was nothing in the world I loved so much as the wood 
with its r.iusluooms and wild berries, its beetles and its birds, its 
hedgehogs and squiircls, and its damp smell of rotted leaves. And 
even as 1 write this 1 can smell the fragrance of our birch wood : these 
impressions remain with you for your whole life. Suddenly amid the 
dead silence 1 heaid clearly and distinctly the shout, “Wolf! Wolf!” 
1 uttered a shriek and, panic-stricken, screamed at the top of my 
voice and rushed out on to the clearing straight to the ploughing 
peasant. 

It was our peasant Marey. I do not know if there is such a name, 
but everybody called him Marey. He was a peasant of about fifty, 
thick-set and over medium height, with a large, grizzled, dark-brown 
beard. 1 knew him, but till that day 1 had scarcely ever spoken to 
him. When he heard my cry, he even slopped his old mare, and when, 
unable to stop myself I clutched at his wooden plough with one hand 
and at his sleeve with the other, he saw how terrified I was. 

“There’s a wolf there!” I cried, breathless. 

He threw up his head and looked round involuntarily, for a 
moment almost believing me. 

“Where’s the wolH” 

“Someone shouted — ^shouted just now ‘Wolf! Wolf’” I stam- 
mered. 

“There, there! There are no wolves hereabouts,” he murmured, 
trying to calm me. “You’ve been dreaming, sonny. Who ever heard 
of wolves in these parts?” 
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But I was trembling all over and I was still clutching at his smock, 
and I suppose I must have been very pale. He looked at me with a 
worried smile, evidently anxious and troubled about me. 

“Dear, dear, how frightened you are,” he said, shaking his head. 
“Don’t be frightened, sonny. Oh, you poor thing, you! There, 
there.” 

He stretched out his hand and suddenly stroked my cheek. 

“There now! Christ be with you, cross yourself, there’s a good 
lad!” 

But I did no^cross myself; the corners of my mouth were still 
twitching, and that seemed to strike him particularly. He quietly 
stretched out his thick finger with its black nail, smeared with earth, 
and gently touched my trembling lips. 

“Dear, oh dear,” he smiled at me with a slow motherly sort of 
smile, “Lord, how frightened he is, the poor lad! ” 

I realised at last that there was no wolf and that 1 had imagined 
the shout, “Wolf! Wolf!” The shout, though, was very clear and 
distinct, but such shouts (and not only about wolves) 1 had imagined 
once or twice before, and I knew it. (1 grew out of these hallucina- 
tions a few years later.) 

“Well, T’ll go now,” 1 said, looking up at him, questioningly and 
shyly. 

“ Run along, run along, son. I'll be awatchingyou,” he said, adding, 
“Don’t you worry, I shan’t let the wolf gel you!” and he smiled at 
me with the satne motherly smile. “Well, Christ be with you. Run 
along, run along, sonny,” and he made the sign of the cross over me, 
and then crossed himself too. 

I walked away, looking back anxiously every few yards. While I 
was walking away, Marey stood still with his mare and looked after 
me, nodding his head at me every time I looked round. As a matter 
of fact, I was a little ashamed of myself for having let him sec how 
frightened 1 was, but I was still very much afraid of the wolf as I 
was walking away till I climbed up the steep side of the ravine and 
came to the first th eshing barn. There my terror left me completely, 
and our watchdog Volchok suddenly appeared out of nowhere and 
rushed at me. With Volchok at my side I completely recovered my 
spirits and turned round to Marey for the last time. 1 could no longer 
see his face clearly, but 1 felt that he was still nodding and smiling 
tenderly at me. 1 waved to him and he waved back to me and started 
his mare. 
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“Gee-up!” I heard his call in the distance again, and the mare 
pulled at the wooden plough once more. 

All this came back to me all at once, 1 don’t know why, but with 
an amazing accuracy of detail. 1 suddenly came to and sat up on 
my bunk and, 1 remember, I could still feel the gentle smile of 
memory on my lips. For another minute I went on recalling that 
incident from my childhood. 

When T returned home from Marey that day I did not tell anybody 
about my “adventure”. It was not much of an adventure, anyway. 
And, besides, I soon forgot all about Marey. Whenever I happened 
to come across him now and then, I never spoke to him either about 
the wolf or anything else, and now twenty years later in Siberia 1 
suddenly remembered this meeting so distinctly that not a single 
detail of it was lost, which means of course that it must have been 
hidden in my mind without my knowing it, of itself and without any 
effort on my part, and came back to me suddenly when it was wanted . 
I rememb^i ccl ihe tender, motherly smile of that serf, the way he made 
the sign of the cross over me and crossed himself, the way he nodded 
at me. “Lord, how afccred he is, the poor lad!” And particularly 
that thick finger of his, smeared with earth, with which he touched 
my twitching lips g«. ntly and with such shy tenderness. No doubt, 
anyone would have done his best to calm a child, but something 
quite diftcrent seemed to have happened during that solitary meeting ; 
and if I had been his own son, he could not have looked at me with 
eyes shining with brighter love. And who compelled him to look 
like that? He was one of our serfs, a peasant who was our property, 
and after all I was the son of his master. No one would have known 
that he had been so good to me, and no one would have rewarded 
him for it. Did he really love little children as much as that? There 
are such people, no doubt. Our meeting took place in a secluded 
spot, in a deserted field, and only God perhaps saw from above with 
what profound and enlightened human feeling, and with what 
delicate, almost womanly, tenderness the heart of a coarse, savagely 
ignorant Russian serf was filled, a serf >\ho at the time neither ex- 
pected nor dreamt of his emancipation. 

Tell me, was not this /hat Konstantin Akaskov perhaps meant 
when he spoke of the high degree of culture of our people? 

And so when I got off the bunk and looked round, 1 suddenly felt 
I remember, that 1 could look at these luihappy creatures with quite 
different eyes, and that suddenly by some miracle all hatred and anger 
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had vanished from my heart. 1 walked round the prison peering 
into the faces I came across. That rascal of a peasant with his shaven 
head and branded face, yelling his hoarse drunken song at the top 
of his voice — why, he, too, may be the same sort of peasant as Marey : 
1 cannot possibly look into his heart, can I? That evening I again met 
M — ski. Poor man! He could have no memories about Marey or 
peasants like him and he could have no other opinion of these people 
except, “/(? hais ces brigands Yes, it was much harder for those 
Poles than for us! 
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I 

THE DARK CELLAR* 

1 

1 AM A sick man I am a spiteful man. No, ] am not a pleasant 

man at all. 1 believe there is something wrong with my liver. How- 
ever, I don’t know a damn thingabout my liver ; neither do I know 
whether there isanythingrcallywrongwith me. I am not under medical 
treatment, ano ne^'er have been, though I do respect medicine and 
doctors. In addition, I am extremely superstitious, at least sufficiently 
so to respect medicine. (I am well educated enough not to be super- 
stitious, but I am superstitious for all that.) The truth is, I refuse 
medical treatment mt of spite. I don’t suppose you will understand 
that. Well, L do. 1 don’t expect 1 shall be able to explain to you who 
it is 1 am actually trying to annoy in this case by my spite ; I realise 
full well that I can’t “hurt” the doctors by refusing to be treated by 
them ; I realise better than any one that by all this I am only hurting 
myself and no one else. Still, the fact remains that if I refuse to be 
medically treated, it is only out of spite. My liver hurts me — well, 
let it damn well hurt — the more it hurts the better. 

1 have been living like this a long time — about twenty years, I 
should think. 1 am forty now. I used to be in the Civil Service, but 

Both the author of the Memoirs and the Memoirs themselves are, of 
course, fictitious. Nevertheless, such persons as the author of such memoirs 
not only may, but must, exist in our society, if we take into consideration 
the circumstances which led to the formation of our society. It was my 
intention to bring before our reading public, more conspicuously than 
is usually done, one of the characters of our recent past. He is one of the 
representatives of a generation that is still with us. In this extract, entitled 
The Dark Cellar^ this person introduces himself and his viev^s and, as it 
were, tries to explain those causes which have not only led, but also were 
bound to lead, to his appearance in our midst. In the subsequent extract 
(apropos of the Wet Snow) we shall reproduce this person’s Memor'' 
proper, dealing with certain events of his life. 

Fyodor Dostoevsky. 
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I am no longer there now. I was a spiteful civil servant. I was rude 
and took pleasure in being rude. Mind you, I never accepted any 
bribes, so that I had at least to find something to compensate myself 
for that. (A silly joke, but I shan’t cross it out. 1 wrote it thinking it 
would sound very witty, but now that I have seen myself that I merely 
wanted to indulge in a bit of contemptible bragging, I shall let 
it stand on purpose!) 

Whenever people used to come to my office on some business, 1 
snarled at them and felt as pleased as Punch when I succeeded in 
making one of them really unhappy. I nearly always did succeed. 
They were mostly a timid lot : what else can you expect people who 
come to a government office to be? But among the fine gentlemen 
who used to come to me to make inquiries there was one officer 
in particular whom I could not bear. He would not submit with a 
good grace and he had a disgusting habit of rattling his sword. 
For sixteen months I waged a regular war with him over that sword. 
In the end, I got the better of him. He stopped rattling. However, 
all this happened a long time ago when 1 was still a young man. 
And do you know, gentlemen, what was the chief point about my 
spitefulness? Well, the whole point of it, I mean, the whole nasty, 
disgusting part of it was that all the time 1 was shamefully conscious 
—even at the moments of my greatest exasperation — that I was not 
at all a spiteful or even an exasperated man, but that 1 was merely 
frightening sparrows for no reason in the world, and being hugely 
amused by thii^ pastime. I might foam at the mouth, but just present 
me with some little toy, give me a cup of tea with sugar in it, and 1 
shouldn’t be at all surprised if I calmed down completely, even be 
deeply touched, though afterwards 1 should most certainly snarl at 
myself and be overcome with shame and suffer from insomnia for 
months. That’s the sort of man I am. 

Incidentally, I was rather exaggerating just now when I said that I 
was a spiteful civil servant. All I did, as a matter of fact, was to indulge 
in a little innocent fun at the expense of the officer and the people who 
came to my offic'' on business, for actually I never could become a 
spiteful man. I was always conscious of innumerable elements in me 
which were absolutely contrary to that. 1 felt them simply swarming 
in me all my life and asking to be allowed to come out, but I wouldn’t 
let them, I would not let them! I would deliberately not let them. 
They tormented me to the point of making me ashamed of myself ; 
they reduced me to a state of nervous exhaustion and, finally, 1 
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got fed Up with them. Oh, how thoroughly I got fed up with them 
in the end! But doesn’t it seem to you, gentlemen, that I might 
possibly be apologising to you for something? Asking you to forgive 
me for something? Yes, I’m sure it does. . . . Well, I assure you I 

don’t care a damn whether it does seem so to you or not 

Not only did I not become spiteful, I did not even know how to 
become anything, either spiteful or good, either a blackguard or an 
honest man, either a hero or an insect. And now I’ve been spending 
the last four years of my life in my funk-hole, consoling myself with 
the rather spiteful, though entirely useless, reflection that an intelli- 
gent man cannot possibly become anything in particular and that 
only a fool succeeds in becoming anything. Yes, a man of the nine- 
teenth century must be, and is indeed morally bound to be, above all 
a characterless person ; a man of character, on the other hand, a 
man of action, is mostly a fellow with a very circumscribed imagina- 
tion. This is my conviction as a man of forty. I am forty now and, 
mind yo'„ lo: iy years is a whole lifetime. It is extreme old age. It is 
positively immoral, indecent, and vulgar to live more than forty 
years. Who lives longer than forty? Answer me that — sincerely and 
honestly. I’ll tell you who — fools and blackguards — they do! I don’t 
mind telling that .o vl old men to their face — all those worthy old 
men, all those silver-haired and ambrosial old men! I’ll tell it to the 
whole world, damned if I won’t! I have a right to say so, for I shall 
live to the age of sixty myself. I’ll live to be seventy! I’ll live to be 

eighty! Wait a minute, let me take breath 

I expect you must be thinking, gentlemen, that I want to amuse 
you. Well, you’re mistaken there too. I’m not at all the jolly sort of 
person you think 1 am, or may think 1 am. However, if irritated with 
all this idle talk (and I feel that you are irritated), you were to ask 
me who I really am, then I should reply. I'm a retired civil servant of 
humble rank, a collegiate assessor. I got myself a job in the Civil 
Service because I had to eat (and only for that reason), and when a 
distant relative of mine left me six thousand roubles in his will last 
year, I immediately resigned from the Civil Service and settled in 
my little corner. 1 used to live in this corner before, but now I’m 
settled permanently here. My room is a dreadful, horrible hole, on 
the very outskirts of the town. My maidservant is an old country 
woman, bad-tempered from sheer stupidity, and there is, besid s, 
always a bad smell about her. I’m told the Petersburg climate isn't 
good for me any more and that with my small means it is very 
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expensive to live in Petersburg. 1 know that perfectly well, much better 
than all those experienced and wise mentors and counsellors. But I’m 
staying in Petersburg. I shall never leave Petersburg! 1 shan’t leave 
it — oh, but it really makes no damned difference whether 1 leave 
it or not. 

By the way, what does a decent chap talk about with the greatest 
possible pleasure? 

Answer : about himself. 

Very well, so I will talk about myself. 

n 

I should like to tell you now, gentlemen, whether you want to 
listen to me or not, why I’ve never been able to become even an insect. 
I declare to you solemnly that I’ve wished to become an insect many 
times. But even that has not been vouchsafed to me. 1 assure you, 
gentlemen, that to be too acutely conscious is a disease, a real, 
honest-to-goodness disease. It would have been quite sufficient for 
the business of everyday life to possess the ordinary human conscious- 
ness, that is to say, half or even a quarter of the share which falls to 
the lot of an intelligent man of our unhappy nineteenth century 
who, besides, has the double misfortune of living in Petersburg, the 
most abstract and premeditated city in the whole world. (There are 
premeditated and unpremeditated cities.) It would have been quite 
sufficient, for instance, to possess the sort of consciousness with 
which all the so-called plain men and men of action arc endowed. 
I bet you think I’m writing all this just out of a desire to show off or 
to crack a joke at the expense of our men of action, and that if I’m 
rattling my sword like my army officer it is merely because 1 want to 
show off, and in rather bad taste, too. But, gentlemen, who wants 
to show off his own infirmities, let alone boast about them? 

However, what am I talking about? Everyone does it ; everyone 
does show off his infirmities, and I more than anyone else perhaps. 
But don’t let us ouibble about it; the point I raised was absurd. 
Still, I firmly believe that not only too much consciousness, but any 
sort of consciousness is a disease. I insist upon that. But let us leave 
that, too, for a moment. Tell me this : why did it invariably happen 
that just at those moments — ^yes, at those very moments — ^when I 
was acutely conscious of ’’the sublime and beautiful,” as we used 
to call it in those days, I was not only conscious but also guilty of 
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the most contemptible actions which— well, which, in fact, every- 
body is guilty of, but which, as though on purpose, 1 only happened 
to commit when I was most conscious that they ought not to be 
committed? The more conscious 1 became of goodness and all that 
was “sublime and beautiful,” the more deeply did I sink into the 
mire and the more ready I was to sink into it altogether. And the 
trouble was that all this did not seem to happen to me by accident, 
but as though it couldn’t possibly have happened otherwise. As 
though it were my normal condition, and not in the least a disease 
or vice, so that at last I no longer even attempted to fight against 
this vice. It ended by my almost believing (and perhaps I did actually 
believe) that this was probably my normal condition. At first, at 
the very outset, I mean, what horrible agonies I used to suffer in 
that struggle! I did not think others had the same experience, and 
afterwards I kept it to myself as though it were a secret. I was ashamed 
(and quite possibly 1 still am ashamed); it got so far that I felt a 
sort of secret, abnormal, contemptible delight when, on coming 
home on one of the loulcst nights in Petersburg, I used to realise 
intensely that again I had been guilty of some particularly dastardly 
action that day, and that once more it was no earthly use crying over 
spilt milk; and inwardly, secretly, I used to go on nagging myself, 
worrying myself, accusing myself, till at last the bitterness I felt 
turned into a sort of shameful, damnable sweetness, and finally, 
into real, positive delight! Yes, into delight. Into delight! I’m certain 
of it. As a matter of fact, I’ve mentioned this because I should 
like to know for certain whether other people feel the same sort of 
delight. Let me explain it to you. The feeling of delight was there 
just because I was so intensely aware of my own degradation; 
because I felt myself that 1 had come up against a blank wall; that, 
no doubt, it was bad, but that it couldn’t be helped ; that there was 
no escape, and that 1 should never become a different man ; that 
even if there still was any time or faith left to make myself into some- 
thing different, I should most likely have refused to do so ; and even if 
I wanted to I should still have done nothing, because as a matter 
of fact there was nothing I could change into. And above all — ^and 
this is the final point i want to make — whatever happened, 
happened in accordance with the normal and fundamental laws of 
intensified consciousness and by a sort of inertia which is a direci 
consequence of those laws, and that therefore you not only 
could not change yourself, but you simply couldn’t make any attempt 
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to. Hence it follows that as a result of that intensified consciousness 
you are quite right in being a blackguard, as though it were any 
consolation to the blackguard that he actually is a blackguard. But 
enough. . . . Good Lord, I have talked a lot, haven’t I? But have I 
explained anything? How is one to explain this feeling of delight? 
But 1 shall explain myself. I shall pursue the matter to the bitter end! 
That is why I’ve taken up my pen. . . . 

Now, for instance, I’m very vain. I’m as suspicious and as quick 
to take offence as a hunchback or a dwarf, but as a matter of fact 
there were moments in my life when, if someone had slapped my 
face, 1 should perhaps have been glad even of that. I’m saying this 
seriously : I should quite certainly have found even there a sort of 
pleasure, the pleasure of despair, no doubt, but despair too has its 
moments of intense pleasure, intense delight, especially if you happen 
to be acutely conscious of the hopelessness of your position. And 
there, too, I mean, after you’d had your face slapped, you’d be over- 
whelmed by the consciousness of having been utterly humiliated 
and snubbed. The trouble is, of course, that however much I tried 
to find some excuse for what had happened, the conclusion I’d 
come to would always be that it was my own fault to begin with, 
and what hurt most of all was that though innocent I was guilty 
and, as it were, guilty according to the laws of nature. I was guilty, 
first of all, because I was cleverer than all the people round me. 
(I have always considered myself cleverer than any one else in the 
world, and sometimes, I assure you, I’ve been even ashamed of it. 
At least, all my life I looked away and I could never look people 
straight in the face.) 1 was, finally, guilty because even if 1 had had a 
grain of magnanimity in me, I should have suftered a thousand times 
more from the consciousness of its uselessness. For I should most 
certainly not have known what to do with my magnanimity — neither 
to forgive, since the man who would have slapped my face, would 
most probably have done it in obedience to the laws of nature; 
nor to forget, since though even if it is the law of nature, it hurts all 
the same. Finally even if 1 had wanted to be utterly ungenerous and, 
on the contrary, had desired to avenge myself on the man who had 
offended me, I couldn’t have avenged myself on anyone for anything 
because I should never have had the courage to do anything even if 
I could. Why shouldn’t I have had the courage? Well, I’d like to say 
a few words about that by itself. 
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m 

You see, people who know how to avenge themselves and, gener- 
ally, how to stand up for themselves — how do they, do you think, 
do it? They are, let us assume, so seized by the feeling of revenge 
that while that feeling lasts there is nothing but that feeling left in 
them. Such a man goes straight to his goal, like a mad bull, with 
lowered horns, and only a stone wall perhaps will stop him. (Inciden- 
tally, before such a stone wall such people, that is to say, plain men 
ai^ men of action, as a rule capitulate at once. To them a stone wall 
is not a challenge as it is, for instance, to us thinking men who, 
because wc arc thinking men, do nothing; it is not an excuse for 
turning aside, an excuse in which one of our sort does not believe 
himself, but of which he is always very glad. No, they capitulate 
in all sincerity. A stone wall exerts a son of calming influence upon 
them, a sort of linal and morally decisive influence, and perhaps 
even a mystic one . . . But of the stone wall later.) Well, that sort of 
plain man I consider to be the real, normal man, such as his tender 
mother nature herself wanted to see him when she so lovingly brought 
him forth upon the earth. I envy such a man with all the forces of 
my embittered hutrt. He is stupid — 1 am not disputing that. But 
perhaps the normal man should be stupid. How are you to know? 
Why, perhaps this is even beautiful. And I’m all the more convinced 
of that — shall we say? — suspicion, since if we take, for instance, the 
antithesis of the normal man, that is to say, the man of great 
sensibility, who of course has sprung not out of the lap of nature, 
but out of a test tube (this is almost mysticism, gentlemen, but I, 
too, suspect it), then this test-tube-begotten man sometimes capitu- 
lates to his antithesis to such an extent that for all his intense sen- 
sibility he frankly considers himself a mouse and not a man. 1 
grant you it is an intensely conscious mouse, but it's a mouse all 
the same, whereas the other is a man, and consequently . . . etc. And. 
above all, he himself— oh, yes, he in his owm person — considers him- 
self a mouse ; no one asks him to do so ; and this is an important point. 

Well, let us now have a look at this mouse in action. Let us sup- 
pose, for instance, that its feelings are hurt (and its feelings are almost 
always hurt), and that it also wants to avenge itself. There will perhaps 
be a greater accumulation of spite in it than in Vkomme de la nature ( ' 
de la viriti, A nasty, mean little desire to repay whoever has offended 
it in his own coin stirs within it more nastily perhaps than in rhomme 
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de la nature et de la verite ; for because of his inborn stupidity Vhomme 
de la nature et de la virite looks upon his revenge merely as a matter 
of justice whereas because of its intense sensibility the mouse 
denies that there is any question of justice here. At last we come 
to the business itself, to the act of revenge. The unhappy mouse has 
already succeeded in piling up — ^in the form of questions and 
doubts — 2l large number of dirty tricks in addition to its original 
dirty trick; it has accumulated such a large number of insoluble 
questions round every one question that it is drowned in a sort of 
deadly brew, a stinking puddle made up of its doubts, its flurries 
of emotion, and, lastly, the contempt with which the plain men of 
action cover it from head to foot while they stand solemnly round as 
judges and dictators and split their sides with laughter at it. Well, 
of course, all that is left for it to do is to dismiss it with a disdainful 
wave of its little paw and with a smile of simulated contempt, in 
which it does not believe itself, and to scurry back ingloriously 
into its hole. There, in its stinking, disgusting, subterranean hole, 
our hurt, ridiculed, and beaten mouse plunges into cold, venomous, 
and, above all, unremitting spite. For forty years it will continuously 
remember its injury to the last and most shameful detail, and will, 
besides, add to it still more shameful details, worrying and ex- 
citing itself spitefully with the aid of its own imagination. It will 
be ashamed of its own fancies, but it will nevertheless remember 
everything, go over everything with the utmost care, think up all 
sorts of imagipary wrongs on the pretext that they, too, might have 
happened, and will forgive nothing. Quite likely it will start avenging 
itself, but, as it were, by fits and starts, in all sorts of trivial ways, 
from behind the stove, incognito, without believing in its right to 
avenge itself, nor in the success of its vengeance, and knowing 
beforehand that it will suffer a hundred times more itself from all 
its attempts at revenge than the person on whom it is revenging itself, 
who will most probably not care a hang about it. Even on its death- 
bed it will remember everything with the interest accumulated during 
all that time, am'. . . . And it is just in that cold and loathsome 
half-despair and half-belief— in that conscious burying oneself alive 
for grief for forty years — in that intensely perceived, but to some 
extent uncertain, helplessness of one’s position — ^in all that poison of 
unsatisfied desires that have turned inwards — ^in that fever of hesita- 
tions, firmly taken decisions, and regrets that follow almost instan- 
taneously upon them — that the essence of that delight 1 have spoken of 
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lies. It is SO subtle and sometimes so difficult to grasp by one's 
conscious mind that people whose mental horizon is even a little 
bit circumscribed, or simply people with strong nerves, will not 
understand anything of it. “Perhaps,” you will add with a grin, 
“those who have never had their faces slapped will not understand 
it, either,” and in that polite way give me a hint that I too have 
perhaps had my face slapped in my life and that for that reason I’m 
speaking about it with authority. 1 bet that’s what you are thinking. 
But don’t worry, gentlemen. I’ve never had my face slapped, and 
l^on’t care a damn what you may think about it. Very likely I am 
sorry not to have boxed the cars of a sufficient number of people in 
my lifetime. But enough! Not another word about this subjeet 
which seems to interest you so much. 

Let me continue calmly about the people with strong nerves who 
do not understand the subtleties of the pleasure 1 have been speaking 
of. Though on some occasions these gentlemen may roar at 
the top ot their voices like bulls, and though this, let us assume, does 
them the greatest credit, yet as I’ve already said, they at once 
capitulate in face of the impossible. The impossible is to them 
equivalent to a stone wall. What stone wall? Why, the laws of nature, 
of course, the contusions of natural science, mathematics. When, for 
instance, it is proved to you that you are descended from a monkey, 
then it’s no use pulling a long face about it : you just have to accept 
it. When they prove to you that one drop of your own fat must, as 
a matter of course, be dearer to you than a hundred thousand of your 
fellow-men and that all the so-called virtues and duties and other vain 
fancies and prejudices are, as a result of that consideration, of no 
importance whatever, then you have to accept it whether you like it 
or not, because twice-two — mathematics. Just try to refute that. 

“Good Lord,” they’ll scream at you, “you can’t possibly deny 
that : twice two is four! Never does nature ask you for your opinion ; 
she does not care a damn for your wishes, or whether you like her 
laws or not. You are obliged to accept her as she is and, con- 
sequently, all her results. A stone wall, that is, is a stone wall . . . 
etc., etc.” But, goodness gracious me, what do I care for the laws of 
nature and arithmetic if lor some reason or other 1 don’t like those 
laws of twice-two? No doubt 1 shall never be able to break through 
such a stone wall with my forehead, if I really do not possess the 
strength to do it, but 1 shall not reconcile myself to it just because 1 
have to deal with astone wall and haven’t thestrength toknockit down. 
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As though such a stone wall were really the same thing as peace of 
mind, and as though it really contained some word of comfort 
simply because a stone wall is merely the equivalent of twice-two- 
makes-four. Oh, what stuff and nonsense this is! Is it not much 
better to understand everything, to be aware of everything, to be 
conscious of all the impossibilities and stone walls? Not to be 
reconciled to any of those impossibilities or stone walls if you hate 
being reconciled to them? To reach by way of the most irrefutable 
logical combinations the most hideous conclusions on the eternal 
theme that it is somehow your own fault if there is a stone wall, 
though again it is abundantly clear that it is not your fault at all, 
and therefore to abandon yourself sensuously to doing nothing, 
silently and gnashing your teeth impotently, hugging the illusion that 
there isn’t really anyone you can be angiy with ; that there is really no 
object for your anger and that perhaps there never will be an object 
for it ; that the whole thing is nothing but some imposition, some 
hocus-pocus, some card-sharping trick, or simply some frightful 
mess — ^no one knows what and no one knows who. But in spite of 
these uncertainties and this hocus-pocus, you have still got a head- 
ache, and the less you know the more splitting the headache! 

IV 

“Ha-ha-ha! After this you’ll no doubt be finding some pleasure 
in toothache too! ’’ you cry with a laugh. 

“Well, why not? There’s pleasure even in toothache,” I reply. 

1 had toothache for a whole month, and I know there is pleasure 
in it. For, you sec, if you have toothache, you don’t lose your temper 
in silence. You groan. But these groans of yours are not sincere 
groans. They are groans mixed with malice. And it is the malice 
here that matters. By these groans the sufferer expresses his pleasure. 
If he did not feel any pleasure, he would not groan. That is an 
excellent example, gentlemen, and I’m going to develop it. 

In these groans there is expressed, in the first place, the whole 
purposelessness of your pain which is so humiliating to your 
consciousness; the crowning stroke of nature, for which you, of 
course, don’t care, but from which you suffer all the same, while she 
goes scot free. They express the consciousness of the fact that 
even though you had no enemies, you do have pain ; the conscious- 
ness that for all the dentists in the world you are entirely at the 
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merpy of your teeth; that if someone should desire it, your teeth 
would stop aching, and if he does not, they will go on aching 
another three months; and that, finally, if you are still unconvinced 
and still keep on protesting, all that is left for your own gratification 
is to give yourself a thrashing or hit the wall with your fist as hard as 
you can, and absolutely nothing more. 

Well, it is from those mortal injuries, from those gibes that come 
from goodness knows whom, that pleasure at last arises, pleasure 
that sometimes reaches the highest degree of voluptuousness. I beg 
of you, gentlemen, listen sometimes to the groans of an educated 
man of the nineteenth century who is suffering from toothache on — 
shall we say?— the second or third day of his indisposition, when he 
is beginning to groan in quite a different way from the way he 
groaned on the first day, that is, not simply because he has tooth- 
ache, not like some coarse peasant, but like a man of culture and 
European civilisation, like a man “who has divorced himself from 
the soil and uprooted himself from his people,” to use a phrase 
which is at present in vogue. His groans become nasty and of- 
fensively ill-tempered groans, and go on for days and nights. And 
yet he knows perfectly well that he is doing no good with his groan- 
ing; he knows belter than anyone that he is merely irritating and 
worrying himself and others for nothing ; he knows that the audience 
before whom he is performing with such zeal and all his family are 
listening to him with disgust, that they don't believe him in the least, 
and that in their hearts they know that, if he wished, he could have 
groaned differently and more naturally, without such trills and 
flourishes, and that he is only amusing himself out of spite and 
malice. Well, all those apprehensions and infamies are merely the 
expression of sensual pleasure. “I’m worrying you, am I?” he seems 
to say. “I’m breaking your hearts. I’m not letting anyone in 
the house sleep, am 1? All right, don’t sleep. I want you, too, to feel 
every minute that I have toothache. I’m no longer the same hero to 
you now as I tried to appear before, but just a loathsome little fellow, 
a nuisance? Very well then. So be it. I’m very glad you’ve found me 
out at last. You hate to listen to my mean little groans, do you? 
Well, all right. Hate it if you like. Just you listen to my next flourish. 
It’ll be much worse than the one before, I promise you. . . You 
still don’t understand, gentlemen? Well, it seems we have to develop 
still further and more thoroughly, we have to sharpen our conscious- 
ness still more, before wc can fully appreciate all the twists and turns 
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of this sort of voluptuous pleasure. You are laughing? I’m very glad. 
I’m sure. I’m afraid, gentlemen, my jokes are in very bad taste, they 
are lame and a bit confused, and show a lack of self-coniidence, 
too. That is because I have no self-respect. But can a man of acute 
sensibility respect himself at all? 


V 

Well, can you expect a man who tries to find pleasure even in the 
feeling of his own humiliation to have an atom of respect for him- 
self? I’m not saying this now from any hypersensitive feeling of 
remorse. And, anyway, I never could stand saying, “Sorry, father, 
I won’t do it again,” — ^not because I’m not capable of saying it ; on 
the contrary, because I’m too capable of saying it. Yes, indeed! I 
used to get into awful trouble on such occasions though I was not even 
remotely to be blamed for anything. That was the most horrible part 
of it. But every time that happened, I used to be touched to the very 
depth of my soul, I kept on repeating how sorry I was, shedding 
rivers of tears, and of course deceiving myself, though I was not 
pretending at all. It was my heart that somehow was responsible for 
all that nastiness. . . . Here one could not blame even the laws of 
nature, though the laws of nature have, in fact, always and more 
than anything else caused me infinite worry and trouble all through 
my life. It is disgusting to call to mind all this, and as a matter of 
fact it was a disgusting business even then. For after a minute or so 
I used to reali^ bitterly that it was all a lie, a horrible lie, a hypo- 
critical lie, I mean, all those repentances, all those emotional 
outbursts, all those promises to turn over a new leaf. And if you ask 
why I tormented myself like that, the answer is because I was 
awfully bored sitting about and doing nothing, and that is why I 
started on that sort of song and dance. I assure you it is true. You'd 
better start watching yourselves more closely, gentlemen, and you 
will understand that it is so. I used to invent my own adventures, 

I used to devise my own life for myself, so as to be able to carry on 
somehow. How many times, for instance, used I to take offence 
without rhyme or reason, deliberately; and of course I realised 
very well that 1 had taken offence at nothing, that the whole thing 
was just a piece of play-acting, but in the end I would work myself 
up into such a state that 1 would be offended in good earnest. All 
my life 1 felt drawn to play such tricks, so that in the end 1 simply 
lost control of myself. Another time I tried hard to fall in love. This 
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happened to me twice, as a matter of fact. And I can assure you, 
gentlemen, I suffered terribly. In my heart of hearts, of course, I did 
not believe that I was suffering. I’d even sneer at myself in a vague 
sort of way, but I suffered agonies none the less, suffered in the most 
genuine manner imaginable, as though I were really in love. I was 
jealous. I made scenes. And all because 1 was so confoundedly 
bored, gentlemen, all because I was so horribly bored. Crushed by 
doing nothing. For the direct, the inevitable, and the legitimate 
result of consciousness is to make all action impossible, or — to put 
H. differently — consciousness leads to thumb-twiddling. I’ve already 
said so before, but let me repeat, and repeat most earnestly; 
all plain men and men of action are active only because they 
are dull-witted and mentally undeveloped. How is that to be 
explained? Why, like this : owing to their arrested mental develop- 
ment they mistake the nearest and secondary causes for primary 
causes and in this way persuade themselves much more easily and 
quickly than other people that they have found a firm basis for 
whatever business they have in hand and, as a result, they are no 
longer worried, and that is really the main thing. For to start 
being active you must first of all be completely composed in mind 
and never be in doubt. But how* can I, for instance, compose myself? 
Where am I to find the primary cause to lean against? Wheie am 1 
to get the basis from? I am constantly exercising my powers of 
thought and, consequently, every primary cause with me at once 
draws another one after itself, one still more primary, and so ad 
infinitum. That, in fact, is the basis of e\cry sort of consciousness 
and analysis. That, too, therefore is a law of nature. What is the 
result of it then? Why, the same. Remember I was speaking of 
revenge just now. (I don’t suppose you gi asped that.) 1 argued that a 
man revenges himself because he finds justice in it. This of course 
means that he has found a primary cause, a basis, namely, justice. 
It follows therefore tliat now he is absolutely calm and, consequently, 
he revenges himself calmly and successfully, being convinced that 
what he does is both right and just. But I can’t for the life of me see 
any justice here, and therefore if I should start revenging myself, it 
would be merely out of spite. Now spite, of course, could get the 
better of anything, of all my doubts, and so could very well take the 
place of any primary cause just because it is not a cause. But wb.a 
can I do if 1 have not even spite (I began with that just now). Besides, 
my feeling of bitterness, too, is subject to the process of disintegration 
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as a result of those damned laws of consciousness. One look and 
the object disappears into thin air, your reasons evaporate, there is no 
guilty man, the injury is no longer an injury but just fate, something 
in the nature of toothache for which no one can be blamed, and 
consequently there is only one solution left, namely, knocking your 
head against the wall as hard as you can. Well, so you just give it up 
because you’ve failed to find the primary cause. But try letting 
yourself be carried away by your emotions blindly, without reason- 
ing, without any primary cause, letting your consciousness go 
hang at least for a time ; hate or love just for the sake of not having 
to twiddle your thumbs What will happen, of course, is that the 
day after tomorrow (and that at the latest) you will begin despising 
yourself for having knowingly duped yourself. As a result — a soap 
bubble and doing nothing again. As a matter of fact, gentlemen, the 
reason why I consider myself a clever man is simply because 1 could 
never in my life finish anything I’d started. All right, I am a talker, a 
harmless, boring talker as we all are. But what can 1 do if the direct 
and sole purpose of every intelligent man is to talk, that is to say, to 
waste his time deliberately? 


VI 

Oh, if only 1 had done nothing merely out of laziness! Lord, how 
I should have respected myself then. I should have respected 
myself just because I should at least have been able to be lazy ; 1 
should at Icast'have possessed one quality which might be mistaken 
for a positive one and in which I could have believed myself. 
Question — who is he? Answer — a loafer. I must say it would 
have been a real pleasure to have heard that said about myself, for it 
would have meant that a positive definition had been found for me 
and that there was something one could say about me. “ A loafer!” 
— why, it’s a title, a purpose in life. It’s a career, gentlemen, a career ! 
Don’t joke about it. It is so. I should then be a member of the 
most exclusive club by right and should have done nothing but gone 
on respecting myself continually. I knew a gentleman who all 
through his life was proud of the fact that he was a great con- 
noisseur of Chateau Lafitte. He considered it a positive virtue and 
never had any misgivings. He died not only with a clear, but 
positively with a triumphant conscience, and he was absolutely right. 
So T, too, should have chosen a career for myself: 1 should have 
been a loafer and a glutton, but would, for instance, admire the 
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sublime and beautiful in everything. How do you like that? I’ve been 
dreaming about it a long time. The “sublime and beautiful” has 
been a great worry to me during my forty years, but that was only 
during my forty years, at one time — oh, at one time it would have 
been different! I should at once have found an appropriate occupa- 
tion for myself, namely, to drink to the health of the sublime and the 
beautiful. I should have made use of every opportunity to drop a 
tear into my glass and then drain it to all that was sublime and beauti- 
ful. I should then have turned evciything in the world into something 
sii^blime and beautiful ; I should have found the sublime and beauti- 
ful in the foullest and most unmistakable rubbish. I should have 
oozed tears like a sponge. The artist G., for instance, paints a 
picture. At once I drink to the health of the artist G. who has 
painted a picture because I love all that is sublime and beautiful. 
An author writes something to please “everybody”; at once I 
drink to the health of “cvci^body” because J love all that is sub- 
lime and beautiful. 

I should demanu respect for myself for acting like that, and I 
should persecute anyone who would not show me respect. 1 should 
be at peace with the world and die in the odour of sanctity — ^why, 
it’s delightful, it’s simply delightful! And I should have grown such 
a monumental belly, f should have propagated such a double chin, 
I should have acquired such a fiery nose that every man in the street 
would have said as he looked at me, “ Now that’s a fine chap! Here’s 
something real, something positive! ” 

And say what you like, gentlemen, it is very pleasant to hear such 
tributes in this negative age. 


vii 

But these are just golden dreams. Oh, tell me who was it first 
said, who was it first proclaimed that the only reason man behaves 
dishonourably is because he does not know his own interests, and 
that if he were enlightened, if his eyes w ere opened to his real normal 
interests, he would at once cease behaving dishonourably and would 
at once become good and honourable because, being enlightened 
and knowing what is good for him, he would sec that his advantage 
lay in doing good, and of coiu-se it is well known that no man ever 
knowingly acts against his own interests and therefore he wouM, 
as it were, willy-nilly start doing good. Oh, the babe! Oh, the pure 
innocent child! When, to begin with, in the course of all these 
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thousands of years has man ever acted in accordance with his own 
interests? What is one to do with the millions of facts that bear 
witness that man knowingly^ that is, fully understanding his own 
interests, has left them in the background and rushed along a 
different path to take a risk, to try his luck, without being in any 
way compelled to do it by anyone or anything, but just as though 
he deliberately refused to follow the appointed path, and obstinately, 
wilfully, opened up a new, a difficult, and an utterly preposterous 
path, groping for it almost in the dark. Well, what does it mean but 
that to man this obstinacy and wilfulncss is pleasanter than any 
advantage. . . . Advantage! What is advantage? Can you possibly 
give an exact definition of the nature of human advantage? And 
what if sometimes a man’s ultimate advantage not only may, but 
even must, in certain cases consist in his desiring something that 
is immediately harmful and not advantageous to himself? If that is 
so, if such a case can arise, then the whole rule becomes utterly 
worthless. What do you think? Are there cases where it is so? You 
are laughing? Well, laugh away, gentlemen, only tell me this: have 
men’s advantages ever been calculated with absolute precision? Are 
there not some which have not only not fitted in, but cannot pos- 
sibly be fitted in any classification? You, gentlemen, have, so far as I 
know, drawn up your entire list of positive human values by taking 
the averages of statistical figures and relying on scientific and 
economic formulae. What are your values? They are peace, freedom, 
prosperity, wealth, and so on and so forth. So that any man who 
should, for instance, openly and knowingly act contrary to the 
whole of that list would, in your opinion, and in mine, too, for that 
matter, be an obscurantist or a plain madman, wouldn’t he? But the 
remarkable thing surely is this : why does it always happen that when 
all these statisticians, sages, and lovers of the human race reckon up 
human values they always overlook one value? They don’ t even take it 
into account in the form in which it should be taken into account, and 
the whole calculation depends on that. What harm would there be 
if they did take it, that value, 1 mean, and add it to their list? But 
the trouble, you see, is that this peculiar good does not fail under any 
classification and cannot be included in any list. Now, 1 have a 
friend, for instance — ^why, good gracious, gentlemen, he is also a 
friend of yours, and indeed whose friend is he not? In undertaking 
any business, this gentleman at once explains to you in high-sounding 
and clear language how he intends to act in accordance with the 

118 



MEMOIRS FROM A DARK CELLAR 

Jaws of truth and reason. And not only that. He will talk to you, 
passionately and vehemently, all about real and normal human 
interests ; he will scornfully reproach the shortsighted fools for not 
understanding their own advantages, nor the real meaning of 
virtue, and — exactly a quarter of an hour later, without any sudden 
or external cause but just because of some inner impulse which 
is stronger than any of his interests, he will do something quite 
different, that is to say, he will do something that is exactly con- 
trary to what he has been saying himself: against the laws of reason 
a^d against his own interests, in short, against everything. ... I'd 
better warn you, though, that my friend is a collective entity and 
that for that reason it is a little difficult to blame him alone. Thai’s 
the trouble, gentlemen, that there exists something which is dearer 
to almost every man than his greatest good, or (not to upset the 
logic of my argument) that there exists one most valuable good 
(and one, too, that is being constantly overlooked, namely, the one 
we arc talking ^tbout) which is greater and more desirable than all 
other goods, and foi the sake of which a man, if need be, is ready to 
challenge all laws, that is to say, reason, honour, peace, prosperity — 
in short, all those excellent and useful things, provided he can 
obtain that primary and most desirable good which is dearer to him 
than anything in the world. 

“Well,” you say, “but they are values all the same, aren’t they?” 

Very well, I believe we shall soon understand each other, and, 
besides, this isn’t a matter for quibbling. What is important is that 
this good is so remarkable just because it sets at naught all our 
classifications and shatters all the systems set up by the lovers of the 
human race for the happiness of the human race. In fact, it plays 
havoc with everything. But before I tell you what this good is, I 
should like to compromise myself personally and I therefore bluntly 
declare that all these fine systems, all these theories which try to 
explain to man all his normal interests so that, in attempting to 
obtain them by every possible means, he should at once become good 
and honourable, arc in my opinion nothing but mere exercises in logic. 
Yes, exercises in logic. For to assert that you believed this theory 
of the regeneration of the whole human race by means of the system 
of its own advantages is, in my opinion, almost the same as — ^wcll, 
asserting, for instance, with Buckle, that civilisation softens mar, 
who, consequently, becomes less bloodthirsty and less liable to 
engage in wars. I believe he argues it very logically indeed. But man 
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is SO obsessed by systems and abstract deductions that he is ready to 
distort the truth deliberately, he is ready to deny the evidence of his 
senses, so long as he justices his logic. That is why 1 take this 
example, for it is a most striking example. Well, just take a good look 
round you : rivers of blood are being spilt, and in the jolliest imagin- 
able way, like champagne. Take all our nineteenth century in 
which Buckle lived. Look at Napoleon, the Great and the present 
one. Look at North America — the everlasting union. Look, Anally, 
at Schleswig-Holstein. . . . And what, pray, does civilisation soften 
in us? All civilisation does is to develop in man the many-sidedness 
of his sensations, and nothing, absolutely nothing more. And 
through the development of his many-sidedness man, for all we 
know, may reach the stage when he will find pleasure in bloodshed. 
This has already happened to him. Have you noticed that the most 
subtle shedders of blood have almost invariably been most civilised 
men, compared with whom all the Attilas and Stenka Razins were 
just innocent babes, and if they are not so outstanding as Attila or 
Stenka Razin it is because we meet them so often, because they are 
too ordinary, and because we have got used to them. At any rate, 
civilisation has made man, if not more bloodthirsty, then certainly 
more hideously and more contemptibly bloodthirsty. In the past he 
looked on bloodshed as an act of justice and exterminated those he 
thought necessary to exterminate with a clear conscience ; but now 
we consider bloodshed an abomination and wc engage in this 
abomination more than ever. Which is worse? You’d better decide 
for yourselves. They say that Cleopatra (if I may take an instance 
from Roman history) loved to stick golden pins into the breasts of 
her slave-girls and enjoyed their screams and contortions. You will 
say that this happened in relatively speaking barbarous times ; but 
today, too, we live in barbarous times because (again relatively 
speaking) today, too, we stick pins into people ; today, too, though 
man has learnt to see things more clearly than in barbarous times, 
he is still very far from having learnt to act in accordance with the 
dictates of reason and science. But I daresay you are firmly convinced 
that he will most certainly learn to do so as soon as his so-called bad 
old habits completely disappear and as soon as common sense and 
science have completely re-educated human nature and directed it 
along the road of normal behaviour. You are convinced that, when 
this happens, man will stop making deliberate mistakes and per- 
force refuse to allow his will to act contrary to his normal interests. 

120 



MEMOIRS FROM A DARK CELLAR 

And that is not all. You say that science itself will then teach man 
(though in my opinion it is an unnecessary luxury) that as a matter 
of fact he possesses neither will nor uncontrollable desires, and never 
has done, and that he himself is nothing more than a sort of piano- 
key or organ-stop, and that, in addition, there are the laws of nature 
in the world ; so that whatever he does is not done of his own will 
at all, but of itself, according to the laws of nature. Consequently, as 
soon as these laws of nature are discovered, man will no longer have 
to answer for his actions and will find life exceedingly easy. All 
hijman actions will then, no doubt, be computed according to these 
laws, mathematically, something like the tables of logarithms, up 
to 108,000, and indexed accordingly. Or, better still, certain well- 
intentioned works will be published, something like our present 
encyclopaedic dictionaries, in which everything will be calculated 
and specified with such an exactness that there will be no more 
independent actions or adventures in the world. 

Then — is still you who are saying this — new economic relations 
will be established, lelations all ready for use and calculated with 
mathematical exactitude, so that all sorts of problems will vanish 
in a twinkling simply because readymade solutions will be provided 
for all of them. It is then that the Crystal Palace will be built. 
Then — ^why, in fact, the Golden Age will have dawned again. Of 
course, it is quite impossible to guarantee (it is 1 who am speaking 
now) that even then people will not be bored to tears (for what 
will they have to do when everything is calculated and tabulated), 
though, on the other hand, everything w'ill be so splendidly rational. 
Of course, when you are bored, you are liable to get all sorts of 
ideas into your head. Golden pins, too, are after all stuck into people 
out of boredom. But all that would not matter. What is bad (and it 
is again 1 who am saying this) is that Tm afraid they will be glad even 
of golden pins then. For man is stupid, phenomenally stupid; I 
mean, he may not be really stupid, but on the other hand he is so 
ungrateful that you won’t find anything like him in the whole wide 
world. I would not be at all surprised, for instance, if suddenly and 
without the slightest possible reason a gentleman of an ignoble or 
lather a reactionary and sardonic countenance were to arise amid all 
that futuie reign of universal common sense and, gripping his sides 
firmly with his hands, were to say to us all, “Well, gentlemen, wh it 
about giving all this common sense a mighty kick and letting it 
scatter in the dust before our feet simply to send all these logarithms 
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to the devil so that we can again live according to our foolish 
will?” That wouldn’t matter, either, but for the regrettable fact that 
he would ceitainly find followers: for man is made like that. And 
all, mind you, for the most stupid of reasons which seems hardly 
worth mentioning, namely, because man has always and every- 
where — ^whoever he may be — preferred to do as he chose, and not 
in the least as his reason or advantage dictated; and one may 
choose to do something even if it is against one’s own advantage, 
and sometimes one positively should (that is my idea). One’s own 
free and unfettered choice, one’s own whims, however wild, one s 
own fancy, overwrought though it sometimes may be to the point of 
madness — ^that is that same most desirable good which we over- 
looked and which does not fit into any classification, and against 
which all theories and systems are continually wrecked. And why on 
earth do all those sages assume that man must needs strive after some 
normal, after some rationally desirable good? All man wants is an 
absolutely choice, however dear that freedom may cost him and 
wherever it may lead him to. Well, of course, if it is a matter of choice, 
then the devil only knows . . . 


VIII 

“Ha-ha-ha! But there’s really no such thing as choice, as a matter 
of fact, whatever you may say,” you interrupt me with a laugh. 
“Today science has succeeded in so far dissecting man that at least 
we now know, that desire and the so-called free-will are nothing 
but ” 

One moment, gentlemen. I am coming to that myself, and I don t 
mind telling you that 1 was even feeling a little nervous. 1 was 
just about to say that choice depended on the devil only knows 
what and that that was all to the good, but I suddenly remembered 
science and — the words died on my lips. And you took advantage of 
it and began to speak. It is, of course, quite true that if one day they 
really discover some formula of all our desires and whims, that is to 
say, if they discover what they all depend on, by what laws they arc 
governed, how they are disseminated, what they are aiming at in one 
case and another, and so on, that is, a real mathematical formula, 
man may perhaps at once stop feeling any desire and, I suppose, 
most certainly will. For who would want to desire according to a 
mathematical formula? And that is not all. He will at once be trans- 
formed from a man into an organ-stop, or something of the sort. 
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For what is man without desires, without free will, and without the 
power of choice but a stop in an organ pipe? What do you think? 
Let us calculate the probabilities: is it or is it not likely to happen? 

“Well,” you decide, “in the majority of cases our desires are 
mistaken from a mistaken idea of what is to our advantage. Some- 
times we desire absolute nonsense because in our stupidity we see in 
this nonsense the easiest way of attaining some conjectural good.” 

Very well, and when all that is explained and worked out on paper 
(which is quite possible, for it would be absurd and unreasonable 
to assume that man will never discover other laws of nature), the 
so-called desires will of course no longer exist. For when one day 
desire comes completely to terms with reason we shall of course 
reason and not desire, for it is obviously quite impossible to desire 
nonsense while retaining our reason and in that way knowingly go 
against our reason and wish to harm ourselves. And when all 
desires and reasons can be actually calculated (for one day the laws 
of our so-callcd tree will are bound to be discovered) something in 
the nature of a matheinatical table may in good earnest be compiled 
so that all our desires will in effect arise in accordance with this 
table. For if it is one dav calculated and proved to me, for instance, 
that if 1 thumb my nose at a certain person it is because 1 cannot 
help thumbing my nose at him, and that I have to thumb my nose 
at him with that particular thumb, what freedom will there be left to 
me, especially if I happen to be a scholar and have taken my degree 
at a university? In that case, of course, 1 should be able to calculate 
my life for thirty years ahead. In short, if this were really to take 
place, there would be nothing left for us to do : we should have to 
understand everything whether we wanted to or not. And, generally 
speaking, we must go on repeating to ourselves incessantly that at a 
certain moment and in certain circumstances nature on no account 
asks us for our permission to do anything; that we have got to take 
her as she is, and not as we imagine her to be ; and that if we are 
really tending towards mathematical tables and rules of thumb and 
— well — even towards test tubes, then what else is there left for us 
to do but to accept eveiything, lest tube and all. Or else the test 
tube will come by itself and will be accepted whether you like it 
or not 

Quite right, but there's the rub! I’m sorry, gentlemen, to have 
gone on philosophising like this: remember my forty years in the 
dark cellar! Do let me indulge my fancy for a moment. You see, 
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gentlemen, reason is an excellent thing. There is no doubt about it. 
But reason is only reason, and it can only satisfy the reasoning 
ability of man, whereas volition is a manifestation of the whole of 
life, I mean, of the whole of human life, including reason with all 
its concomitant head-scratchings. And although our life, thus 
manifested, very often turns out to be a sorry business, it is life 
none the less and not merely extractions of square roots. For my 
part, I quite naturally want to live in order to satisfy all my faculties 
and not my reasoning faculty alone, that is to say, only some 
twentieth part of my capacity for living. What docs reason know? 
Reason only knows what it has succeeded in getting to know 
(certain things, I suppose, it will never know; this may be poor 
comfort, but why not admit it frankly?), whereas human nature acts 
as a whole, with everything that is in it, consciously and unconsci- 
ously, and though it may commit all sorts of absurdities, it persists. 
1 cannot help thinking, gentlemen, that you look upon me with 
pity; you go on telling me over and over again that an cnliglitcncd 
and mentally developed man, such a man, in short, as the future man 
can be expected to be, cannot possibly desire deliberately some- 
thing which is not a real “good,’’ and that, you say, is mathematics. 
I quite agree. It is mathematics. But I repeat for the hundredth 
time that there is one case, one case only, when man can 
deliberately and consciously desire something that is injurious, 
stupid, even outrageously stupid, just because he wants to have the 
right to desire for himself even what is very stupid and not to be 
bound by an obligation to desire only what is sensible. For this 
outrageously stupid thing, gentlemen, this whim of ours, may 
really be more accounted by us than anything else on earth, 
especially in certain cases. And in particular it may be more valuable 
than any good even when it is quite obviously bad for us and 
contradicts the soundest conclusions of our reason about what is to 
our advantage, for at all events it preserves what is most precious 
and most important to us, namely, our personality and our in- 
dividuality. Indeed some people maintain that this is more precious 
than anything else to man. Desire, of course, can, if it chooses, 
come to terms with reason, especially if people do not abuse it and 
make use of it in moderation; this is useful and sometimes even 
praiseworthy. But very often and indeed mostly desire is utterly 
and obstinately at loggerheads with reason and — and, do you know, 
that, too, is useful and occasionally even praiseworthy. Let us 
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suppose, gentlemen, that man is not stupid. (As a matter of fact, it 
cannot possibly be said that man is stupid, if only from the one 
consideration that if he is, then who is wise?) But if he is not stupid, 
he is monstrously ungrateful. Phenomenally ungrateful. I’m even 
inclined to believe that the best definition of man is — a creature who 
walks on two legs and is ungrateful. But that is not all, that is not his 
principal failing; his greatest failing is his constant lack of moral 
sense, constant from the days of the Flood to the Schleswig- 
Holstein period of human history. Lack of moral sense and, con- 
secpaently, lack of good sense ; for it has long been known that lack 
of good sense is really the result of lack of moral sense. Well, try 
and cast your eye upon the history of mankind and what will you 
see? Grandeur? Yes, perhaps even grandeur. The Colossus of 
Rhodes, for instance, is worth something, isn’t it? Well may Mr. 
Anayevsky bear witness to the fact that some people maintain that 
it is the work of human hands, while others assert that it was 
wrought by nature herself. Gaiety? Well, yes. Perhaps gaiety, too. 
One has only to think of the dress uniforms, military and civilian, of 
all peoples in all ages — that alone is worth something, and if we 
throw in the undress uniforms as well, we can only gasp in astonish- 
ment at the gaiety of it all ; no historian, I am sure, will be able to 
resist it. Monotonous? Well, 1 suppose it is monotonous: they fight 
and fight, they arc fighting now, they fought before, and they will 
fight again — you must admit this is rather monotonous. In short, 
you can say anything you like about world history, anything that 
might enter the head of a man with the most disordered imagina- 
tion. One thing, though, you cannot possibly say about it : you can- 
not say that it is sensible. If you did, you would choke at the first 
word. And, moreover, this is the sort of curious thing you come 
across almost every minute: continually there crop up in life such 
sensible and moral people, such sages and lovei*s of humanity 
whose only object seems to be to live all their lives as sensibly and 
morally as possible, to be, as it were, a shining light to their neigh- 
bours for the sole purpose of proving to them that it is really 
possible to live morally and sensibly in the world. And what 
happens? Wc know that many of these altruists, sooner or later, 
towards the end of their lives, were untrue to themselves, com- 
mitting some folly, sometimes indeed of a most indecent nature. 
Now let me ask you this question : what can you expect of man 
seeing that he is a being endowed with such strange qualities? Why, 
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shower all the earthly blessings upon him, drown him in happiness, 
head over ears, so that only bubbles should be visible on its surface, 
as on the surface of water; bestow such economic prosperity upon 
him as would leave him with nothing else to do but sleep, eat cakes, 
and only worry about keeping world history going — and even then 
he will, man will, out of sheer ingratitude, out of sheer desire to 
injure you personally, play a dirty trick on you. He would even 
risk his cakes and ale and deliberately set his heart on the most 
deadly trash, the most uneconomic absurdity, and do it, if you please, 
for the sole purpose of infusing into this positive good sense his 
deadly fantastic element. It is just his fantastic dreams, his most 
patent absurdities, that he will desire above all else for the sole 
purpose of proving to himself (as though that were so necessary) 
that men are still men and not keys of a piano on which the laws of 
nature are indeed playing any tune they like, but are in danger of 
going on playing until no one is able to desire anything except 
a mathematical table. And that is not all : even if he really were 
nothing but a piano-key, even if this were proved to him by 
naturalscicnce and mathematically, even then he would refuse to come 
to his senses, but would on purpose, just in spite of evci-ything, 
do something out of sheer ingratitude; actually, to carry his point. 
And if he has no other remedy, he will plan destruction and 
chaos, he will devise all sorts of sufferings, and in the end he will 
carry his point! He will send a curse over the world, and as only 
man can curse (this is his privilege which distinguishes him from 
other animals), he may by his curse alone attain his object, that is, 
really convince himself that he is a man and not a piano-key! If 
you say that this, too, can be calculated by the mathematical table — 
chaos, and darkness, and curses — ^so that the mere possibility of 
calculating it all beforehand would stop it all and reason would 
triumph in the end — ^wcll, if that were to happen man would go 
purposely mad in order to rid himself of reason and carry his point! 
I believe this is so, I give you my word for it ; for it seems to me that 
the whole meaning of human life can be summed up in the one 
statement that man only exists for the purpose of proving to him- 
self every minute that he is a man and not an organ-stop! Even if it 
means physical suffering, even if it means turning his back on 
civilisation, he will prove it. And how is one after that to resist the 
temptation to rejoice that all this has not happened yet and that so 
far desire depends on the devil alone knows what. 
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You shout at me (if, that is, you will deign to favour me with 
raising voices) that no one wants to deprive me of my free will, that 
all they are concerned with is to arrange things in such a way that 
my will should of itself, of its own will, coincide with my normal 
interests, with the laws of nature and arithmetic. 

But, good Lord, gentlemen, what sort of a free will can it be once 
it is all a matter of mathematical tables and arithmetic, when the 
only thing to be taken into account will be that twice two makes 
four? Twice two will make four even without my will. Surely, free 
wiRdoes not mean that! 


IX 

Gentlemen, I am joking of course, and I’m afraid my jokes are 
rather poor, but you can’t after all take everything as a joke. 
How do you know I’m not joking with a heavy heart? Gentlemen, 
I’m worried by all sorts of questions; please, answer them for me. 
For instance, you want to cure man of his old habits and reform his 
will in accordance with the demands of science and common sense. 
But how do you know that man not only could but shouldhc remade 
like that? And what leads you to conclude that human desires must 
necessarily be reformed? In short, how do you know that such a 
reformation will be a gain to man? And, if one is to put all one’s 
cards on the table, why are you so utterly convinced that not to go 
counter to the real normal gains guaranteed by the conclusions of 
reason and arithmetic is always so certainly right for man and is a 
universal law so far as mankind is concerned? For at present it is 
only a supposition on your part. Let us assume it is a law of logic, 
but how do you know that it is also a human law? You don’t by 
any chance think I’m mad, do you? Let me explain myself. I agree 
that man is above all a creative animal, condemned consciously to 
strive towards a goal and to occupy himself with the art of engineer- 
ing, that is, always and incessantly clear with a path for himself 
wherever it may lead. And I should not be at all surprised if that 
were not the reason why he sometimes cannot help wishing to turn 
aside from the path just because he is condemned to clear it, and 
perhaps, too, because, however stupid the plain man of action may 
be as a rule, the thought will sometimes occur to him that the path 
almost always seems to lead nowhere in particular^ and that the 
important point is not where it leads but that it should lead some- 
where, and that a well-behaved child,disdainingthe art of engineering, 
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should not indulge in the fatal idleness which, as we all know, is 
the mother of all vices. Man likes to create and to clear paths — that 
is undeniable. But why is he also so passionately fond of destruction 
and chaos? Tell me that. But, if you don’t mind. I’d like to say a 
few words about that myself. Is he not perhaps so fond of destruction 
and chaos (and it cannot be denied that he is sometimes very fond 
of it — that is a fact) because he is instinctively afraid of reaching 
the goal and completing the building he is erecting? How do you 
know, perhaps he only loves the building from a distance and not 
by any means at close quarters ; perhaps he only loves building 
it and not living in it, preferring to leave it later aux animaux 
domestiquesy such as ants, sheep, etc., etc. Now, ants are quite a 
different matter. They have one marvellous building of this kind, a 
building that is for ever indestructible — the ant-hill. 

The excellent ants began with the ant-hill and with the ant-hill 
they will most certainly end, which does great credit to their stead- 
fastness and perseverance. But man is a frivolous and unaccountable 
creature, and perhaps, like a chess-player, he is only fond of the 
process of achieving his aim, but not of the aim itself. And who 
knows (it is impossible to be absolutely sure about it), perhaps the 
whole aim mankind is striving to achieve on earth merely lies in this 
incessant process of achievement, or (to put it differently) in life 
itself, and not really in the attainment of any goal, which, needless 
to say, can be nothing else but twice-two-makes-four, that is to say, 
a formula; buf twice-two-makes-four is not life, gentlemen. It is the 
beginning of death. At least, man seems always to have been afraid 
of this twice-two-makes-four, and I am afraid of it now. Let us 
assume that man does nothing but search for this twice-two-makes- 
four, sails across oceans and sacrifices his life in this search ; but to 
succeed in his quest, really to find what he is looking for, he is 
afraid — ^yes, he really seems to be afraid of it. For he feels that when 
he has found it there will be nothing more for him to look for. When 
workmen have finished their work they at least receive their wages, 
and they go to a pub and later find themselves in a police cell — well, 
there’s an occupation for a week. But where can man go? At all 
events, one observes a certain awkwardness about him every time 
he achieves one of these aims. He loves the process of achievement 
but not achievement itself’, which. I’m sure you will agree, is very 
absurd. In a word, man is a comical creature ; I expect there must be 
some sort of jest hidden in it aU. But twicc-two-makes-four is for all 
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that a most insupportable thing. Twice-two-makes-four is, in my 
humble opinion, nothing but a piece of impudence. Twice-two-makes- 
four is a farcical, dressed-up fellow who stands across your path 
with arms akimbo and spits at you. Mind you, I quite agree that 
twice-two-makes-four is a most excellent thing ; but if we are to give 
everything its due, then twice-two-makes-five is sometimes a most 
charming little thing, too. 

And why are you so firmly, so solemnly, convinced that only the 
normal and positive, in short, only prosperity, is of benefit to man? 

not reason make mistakes about benefits? Is it not possible 
that man loves something besides prosperity? Perhaps he is just as 
fond of suffering? Perhaps suffering is just as good for him as pros- 
perity? And man does love suffering very much sometimes. He loves 
it passionately. That is an undeniable fact. You need not even look 
up world history to prove that; ask yourself, if you are a man and 
have lived at all. As for my own personal opinion, I believe that to be 
fond of proopcfity is, somehow, indecent even. Whether it is good 
or bad, it is sometimes very pleasant to smash things, too. Not that 
I’m particularly anxious to plead the cause of suffering, or of happi- 
ness, for that matter. All I plead for is that I should be allowed my 
whims, and that tf.*. y siiould be guaranteed to me whenever 1 want 
them. In light comedies, for instance, suffering is not permitted, 
and 1 accept that. In the Crystal Palace it is unthinkable : suffering 
is doubt, it is negation, and what sort of Crystal Palace would it be 
if one were to have any doubts about it? And yet 1 am convinced 
that man will never renounce real suffering, that is to say, destruction 
and chaos. Suffering! Why, it’s the sole cause of consciousness! 
And though at the beginning [ did argue that consciousness was the 
greatest misfortune to man, yet I know that man loves it and will 
not exchange it for any satisfaction. Consciousness, for instance, 
is infinitely superior to twicc-two. After ♦wice-two there is nothing 
left for you to do, or even to learn. All you could do then would 
be to stop up your five senses and sink into contemplation. While 
if you hang on to your consciousness you may achieve the same 
result, that is to say, there will be nothing for you to do, either, you 
could at least administer a good thrashing to yourself from time to 
time, and that at any rate livens you up a bit. It may be a reactionary 
step, but it is better than nothing, isn’t it? 
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You believe in the Crystal Palace, forever indestructible, that is 
to say, in one at which you won’t be able to stick out your tongue 
even by stealth or cock a snook even in your pocket. Well, perhaps 1 
am afraid of this palace just because it is made of crystal and is 
forever indestructible, and just because I shan’t be able to poke my 
tongue out at it even by stealth. 

You see, if it were not a palace but a hencoop, and if it should 
rain, I might crawl into it to avoid getting wet, but 1 would never 
pretend that the hencoop was a palace out of gratitude to it for 
sheltering me from the rain. You laugh and you tell me that in such 
circumstances even a hencoop is as good as a palace. Yes, I reply, 
it certainly is if the only purpose in life is not to get wet. 

But what is to be done if I’ve got it into my head that that is not 
the only purpose in life, and that if one has to live, one had better 
live in a palace? That is my choice ; that is my desire. You can only 
force me to give it up when you change my desire. All right, do it. 
Show me something more attractive. Give me another ideal. For the 
time being, however, I refuse to accept a hencoop for a palace. The 
Crystal Palace may be just an idle dream, it may be against ail laws of 
nature, I may have invented it because of my own stupidity, because 
of certain old and irrational habits of my generation. But what do 1 
care whether it is against the laws of nature? What does it matter so 
long as it exists in my desires, or rather exists while my desires exist? 
You are not laughing again, are you? Laugh by all means ; 1 am quite 
ready to put up with any jeers, but I will still refuse to say that I'm satis- 
fied when I’m hungry. At all events 1 know that I shall never be content 
with a compromise, with an everlasting and recurring zero because it 
exists according to the laws of nature and actually exists. 1 will not 
accept as the crown of all my desires a big house with model fiats for the 
poor on a lease of ninety-nine hundred and ninety-nine years and, in 
case of emergency, with the dental surgeon Wagenheim on a signboard . 
Destroy my desire^, erad icatc my ideals, show me something better, and 
I will follow you. I daresay you will probably declare that it isn’t worth 
your while having anything to do with me ; but in that case I, too, can 
say the same to you. We are discussing this seriously ; and if you arc 
too proud to give me your attention, 1 shall have to do without it. 

^ The censor so mangled this chapter that Dostoevsky later com- 
plained that he was made to contradict himself several times. (D.M.) 
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But while Pm still alive and have desires, Fd rather my right hand 
withered than let it bring even one small brick to such a house of model 
flats! I know that a short time ago I rejected the Crystal Palace myself 
for the sole reason that one would not be allowed to stick one’s 
tongue out at it. But 1 did not say that because I am so fond of stick- 
ing out my tongue. Perhaps what I resented was that among all our 
buildings there has never been one at which one could not stick 
out one’s tongue. On the contrary, Fd gladly have let my tongue be 
cut off out of gratitude if things could be so arranged that 1 should 
have no wish to stick it out at all. It is not my business if things cannot 
be arranged like that and if one has to be satisfied with model flats. Why 
then am I made with such desires? Surely, I have not been made for the 
sole purpose of drawing the conclusion that the way I am made is a 
piece of rank deceit? Can this be the sole purpose? I don’t believe it. 

However, do you know what? I am convinced that fellows like 
me who liv/^ in dark cellars must be kept under restraint. They may 
be able to live in their dark cellars for forty years and never open 
their mouths, but the moment they get into the light of day and 
break out they talk and talk and talk 

XI 

And, Anally, gentlemen, it is much better to do nothing at all! 
Better passive awareness! And so three cheers for the dark cellar! 
Though I have said that I envy the normal man to the point of exas- 
peration, I wouldn’tcare to be inhisplacein thecircumstances in which 
I find him (though I shall never cease envying him. No, no, the dark 
cellar is, at any rate, of much greater advantage to me!). In the dark 

cellar one can at least Sorry, Fm afraid 1 am exaggerating. 1 am 

exaggerating because I know, as well as twice two, that it is not the dark 
cellar that is better, but something else, something else altogether, 
something I long for but cannot find. To hell wi.h the dark cellar! 

Do you know what would be better? It would be better if I myself 
believed in anything I had just written. 1 assure you most solemnly, 
gentlemen, that there is not a word Fve just written I believe in! 
What I mean is that perhaps I uo believe, but at the same time I 
cannot help feeling and suspecting for some unknown reason that 
Fm lying like a cobbler. 

“ Then why have you written all this? ” you ask me. 

“ Well, suppose 1 put you in a dark cellar for forty years without 
anything to do and then came to see you in your dark cellar after 
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the forty years to find out what had become of you. Can a man be 
left for forty years with nothing to do?” 

“But aren’t you ashamed? Don’t you feel humiliated?” you will 
perhaps say, shaking your head contemptuously. “You long for 
life, yet you try to solve the problems of life by a logical tangle! 
And how tiresome, how insolent your tricks are, and, at the same 
time, how awfully frightened you are! You talk a lot of nonsense 
and you seem to be very pleased with it; you say a lot of impudent 
things, and you are yourself always afraid and apologising for 
them. You assure us that you are afraid of nothing, and at the same 
time you try to earn our good opinion. You assure us that you are 
gnashing your teeth, but at the same time you crack jokes to make us 
laugh. You know your jokes are not amusing, but you seem to be 
highly pleased with their literary merit. You may perhaps have really 
suffered, but you don’t seem to have the slightest respect for your 
suffering. There may be some truth in you, but there is no humility. 
You carry your truth to the market place out of the pettiest vanity to 
make a public show of it and to discredit it. No doubt you mean to 
say something, but you conceal your last word out of fear, because 
you haven’t the courage to say it, but only craven insolence. You 
boast about your sensibility, but you merely don’t know your own 
mind. For though your mind is active enough, your heart is darkened 
with corruption, and without a pure heart there can be no full or 
genuine sensibility. And how tiresome you are! How you impose 
yourself on people! The airs you give yourself! Lies, lies, lies!” 

Now, of course, I’ve made up all this speech of yours myself. It, 
too, comes from the dark cellar. I’ve been listening to your words for 
forty years through a crack in the ceiling. I have invented them myself. 
It is the only thing 1 did invent. No wonder I got it pat and 
dressed it up in a literary form. 

But are you really so credulous as to imagine that J would print 
all this, and let you read it into the bargain? And there is another 
puzzle I’d like to solve: why on earth do I address you as “gentle- 
men,” as though you really were my readers? Such confessions which 
I am now about to make are not printed, nor given to other people 
to read. At least I have not enough pluck for that, nor do I consider 
it necessary to have it. But, you see, a strange fancy has come into 
my head and I want to realise it, cost what may. It’s like this : — 

There are certain things in a man’s past which he docs not divulge 
to everybody but, perhaps, only to his friends. Again there arc 
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certain things he will not divulge even to his friends; he will divulge 
them perhaps only to himself, and that, too, as a secret. But, finally, 
there are things which he is afraid to divulge even to himself, and 
every decent man has quite an accumulation of such things in his 
mind. I can put it even this way : the more decent a man is, the larger 
will the number of such things be. At least I have allowed myself 
only recently to remember some of my early adventures, having 
till now avoided them rather uneasily, I’m afraid. Now, however, 
when I have not only remembered them, but have also made up 
toy mind to write them down, I particularly want to put the whole 
thing to the test to see whether 1 can be absolutely frank with myself 
and not be afraid of the whole truth. Let me add, by the way: 
Heine says that true biographies are almost impossible, and that a 
man will most certainly tell a lot of lies about himself. In his view, 
Rousseau told a lot of lies about himself in his Confessions, and told 
them delib^'raiely, out of vanity. I am sure Heine is right ; I can under- 
stand pcifecily how sometimes one tells all sorts of lies about 
oneself out of sheer vanity, even going so far as to confess to all 
sorts of crimes, and I can perfectly understand that sort of vanity. 
But Heine had in rnind a man who made his confessions to the public. 
I, however, am w iting for myself, and 1 should like to make it clear 
once and for all that if I address myself in my writings to a reader, 
I’m doing it simply as a matter of form, because I find it much easier 
to write like that. It is only a form, an empty show, for 1 know that 
I shall never have any readers. I have already intimated as much. . . . 

I don’t want to be hampered by any considerations in the editing 
of my Memoirs. 1 shan’t bother about order or system. I shall put 
down whatever I remember. 

Now, of course, I might, for instance, be taken at my word and 
asked if I really do not count on any readers, why do I now put do>^n 
all sorts of conditions, and on paper, too, such as not to pay any 
attention to order or system, to write down what 1 remember, etc., 
etc. Why all these explanations? Why all these apologies? 

“Ah,” I reply, “now you're asking!” 

There is, incidentally, a whole psychology in all this. Perhaps it’s 
simply that I am a coward. Again, perhaps it is simply that I’m 
imagining an audience on purpose so as to observe the proprieties 
while I write. There are thousands of reasons, no doubt. 

Then again there is this further puzzle : what do I want to write 
it down for? What is the object of it all? If I’m not writing for the 

133 



A GENTLE CREATURE 


reading public, why not simply recall these things in my mind 
without putting them down on paper? 

Well, I suppose I could do that, but it will look more dignified 
on paper. There is something imposing about that. There will be 
a greater sense of passing judgment on myself. The whole style, 
I’m sure, will be better. Moreover, I really may feel easier in my mind 
if I write it down. I have, for instance, been latterly greatly oppressed 
by the memory of some incident that happened to me a long time 
ago. I remembered it very vividly the other day, as a matter of fact, 
and it has since been haunting me like some annoying tune you can’t 
get out of your head. And yet I simply must get rid of it. T have hun- 
dreds of such memories, but at times one of them stands out from 
the rest and oppresses me. So why shouldn’t I try? 

And, lastly, I’m awfully bored, and 1 have nothing to do. Writing 
down things is, in fact, a sort of work. People say work makes man 
better and more honest. Well, here’s a chance for me at any rate. 

Snow is falling today, almost wet snow, yellow, dirty. It was 
snowing yesterday, too, and the other day. I think it is because of 
the wet snow that I remembered the incident which gives me no rest 
now. So let it be a story apropos of the wet snow. 


ir 

APROPOS OF THE WET SNOW 

When with a word of fervent conviction. 

From the lowest dregs of dark affliction, 

A soul from eternal doom I saved ; 

And in horror and in torments steeped. 

Wringing your hands, you curses heaped 
Upon the life that once you craved ; 

When your unheeding conscience at last 
With your guilty memories flaying. 

The dreadful stoiy of your sin-stained past 
To me you narrated, pardon praying ; 

And full of horror, full of shame. 

Quickly in your hands you hid your face. 

Unconscious of the flood of tears that came, 

Shaken and indignant at your own disgrace. . . . etc., etc. 

From the poetry of n. a. nekrassov. 
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I 

I WAS only twenty-four at the time. My life even then was gloomy, 
disorderly, and solitary to the point of savagery. I had no friends or 
acquaintances, avoided talking to people, and buried myself more 
and more in my hole. When at work in the office I tried not to look 
at anyone and I knew perfectly well that my colleagues not only 
regarded me as a queer fellow, but also — I couldn’t help feeling that, 
too — looked upon me with a sort of loathing. I wondered why no 
one., except me had ever had this feeling that people looked upon 
him with loathing. One of the clerks at the office had a repulsive, 
pock-marked face, the face, I should say, of a real villain. I should 
not have dared to look at anyone with such an indecent face. Another 
had such a filthy old uniform that one could not go near him without 
becoming aware of a bad smell. And yet these gentlemen did not 
seem to be in the least upset cither about their clothes, or their 
faces, or the impression they created. Neither of them ever imagined 
that people looked at him with loathing ; and 1 daresay it would not 
have made any difference to them if they had imagined it, so long 
as their superiors deigned to look at them. It is of course clear that, 
owing to my unbounded vanity and hence also to my over-sensitive- 
ness where my own person was concerned, I often looked at myself 
with a sort of furious dissatisfaction which verged on loathing, and 
for that reason 1 could not help attributing my own views to other 
people. I hated my own face, for instance, finding it odious to a degree 
and even suspecting that it had rather a mean expression, and so 
every time I arrived at the office I went through agonies in my 
efforts to assume as independent an air as possible so as to make sure 
that my colleagues did not suspect me of meanness and so as to give 
my face as noble an expression as possible. “What do I care,” 
1 thought to myself, “whether my face is ugly or not, so long as it is 
also noble, expressive, and, above all, extremely intelligent.” But 
I knew very well, I knew it agonisingly well, that it was quite impos- 
sible for my face to express such high qualities. But the really dreadful 
part of it was that 1 thought my face looked absolutely stupid. I 
would have been completely satisfied if it looked intelligent. Indeed, 
I’d have reconciled myself even to a mean expression so long as my 
face was at the same time generally admitted to be awfully intelligent. 

1 need hardly say that 1 hated all my colleagues at the office, one 
and all, and that I despised them all, and yet at the same time I 
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was also in a way afraid of them. It sometimes happened that 1 
thought of them more highly than of myself. It was a feeling that 
somehow came upon me suddenly : one moment I despised them and 
the next moment I thought of them as above me. A decent, educated 
man cannot afford the luxury of vanity without being exceedingly 
exacting with himself and without occasionally despising himself 
to the point of hatred. But whether I despised them or thought them 
superior to me, I used to drop my eyes almost every time I met any 
one of them. I even used to make experiments to see whether 1 
would be able to meet without flinching the look of one or another 
of my colleagues, and it was always T who dropped my eyes first. 
That irritated me to the point of madness. I was also morbidly 
afraid of appearing ridiculous and for that reason I slavishly observed 
all the social conventions ; 1 enthusiastically followed in the beaten 
track and was mortally afraid of any eccentricity. But how could I 
hope to keep it up? I was so highly developed mentally, as indeed a 
man of our age should be. They, on the other hand, were all so 
stupidly dull and as like one another as so many sheep. Perhaps 
I was the only one in our office who conslanlly thought that he was 
a coward and a slave, and I thought that just because I was so highly 
developed mentally. But the truth is that it was not only a matter of 
my imagining it, but that it actually was so : 1 was a coward and a 
slave. I say this without the slightest embarrassment. Every decent 
man of our age is, and indeed has to be, a coward and a slave. That 
is his normal condition. T am absolutely convinced of that. He is 
made like that, and he has been created for that very purpose. And 
not only at the present time or as a result of some fortuitous circum- 
stances, but at all times and in general a decent man has to be a coward 
and a slave. This is the law of nature for all decent men on earth. 
If one of them does sometimes happen to pluck up courage about 
something or other, he need not derive any comfort from it or be 
pleased about it : he is quite sure to make a fool of himself over some- 
thing else. Such is the inevitable and eternal result of his being what 
he is. Only donkeys and mules pretend not to be afraid, and even they 
do it only up to a point. It is hardly worth while taking any notice of 
them, however, since they do not amount to anything, anyway. 

Another thing that used to worry me very much at that time was 
the quite incontestable fact that I was unlike anyone and that there 
was no one like me. **I am one, and they are all'* I thought and — 
fell into a melancholy muse. 
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From all that it can be seen that I was still a very young man. 

Sometimes, though, quite the reverse used to happen. I would 
loathe the thought of going to the office, and things went so far that 
many times 1 used to come home ill. But suddenly and for no reason 
at all a mood of scepticism would come upon me (everthing was a 
matter of moods with me), and I would myself laugh at my intoler- 
ance and sensitiveness and reproach myself with being a romantic. 
Sometimes I’d hate to talk to anyone, and at other times I’d not 
only talk to people, but would even take it into my head to be friends 
'with them. All my fastidiousness would suddenly and for no reason 
in the world disappear. Who knows, maybe I really had never been 
fastidious, but just acquired a taste for appearing fastidious out of 
books. I haven’t thought of an answer to this question to this day. 
Once I got very friendly with them, began visiting their homes, 
playing preference, drinking vodka, talking of promotions. . . . 
But here ^’ou must let me make a digression. 

Wc Russians, generally speaking, have never had those stupid 
starry-eyed German and, still more, French romantics on whom 
nothing produces any effect; though the very ground cracked 
beneath their feet, though the whole of France perished at the barri- 
cades, they would still be the same and would not change even for 
the sake of appearances, and they would go on singing their highly 
romantic songs to their last breath, as it were, because they were 
fools. In Russia, however, there arc no fools ; that is a well known 
fact and that is what makes us so different from other countries. 
Therefore no starry-eyed natures, pure and simple, can be found 
among us. All that has been invented by our “positive” publicists 
and critics who at the lime were chasing after Gogol’s and Goncha- 
rov’s idealised landowners and, in their folly, mistook them for our 
ideal; they have traduced our romantics, thinking them the 
same starry-eyed sort as in Germany or France. On the contrarv\ 
the characteristics of our romantics arc the exact and direct opposite 
of the starry-eyed European variety, and not a single European 
standard applies here. (I hope you don’t mind my using the word 
“romantic” — it is an old, honourable, and highly estimable word 
and is familiar to all.) The characteristics of our romantic are to 
understand everything, to see everything and to see it incomparably 
more clearly than the most positive of our thinkers; to refuse to take 
anyone or anything for granted, but at the same time not to despise 
anything; to go round and round everything and to yield to every- 
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thing out of policy ; never to lose sight of the useful and the practical 
(rent-free quarters for civil servants, pensions of a sort, decorations) 
— and to discern this aim through all the enthusiasms and volumes 
of lyrical verses, and at the same time to preserve to his dying day a 
profound and indestructible respect for ‘‘the sublime and the beauti- 
ful,” and, incidentally, also to preserve himself like some precious 
jewel wrapt in cottonwool for the benefit, for instance, of the same 
“sublime and beautiful.” Our romantic is a man of great breadth of 
vision and the most consummate rascal of all our rascals, I assure 
you — ^from experience. That, of course, is all true if our romantic 
is intelligent. Good Lord, what am I saying? The romantic is always 
intelligent. 1 only meant to observe that even if there were fools among 
our romantics, they need not be taken into account for the simple 
reason that they had transformed themselves into Germans when 
still in their prime and, to preserve that pristine jewel-like purity 
of theirs, gone and settled somewhere abroad, preferably in Weimar 
or the Black Forest. 

Now, for instance, I had a sincere contempt for the Civil Service 
and if I did not show it, it was only out of sheer necessity, for I 
was myself sitting at a desk in a Government office and getting paid 
for it. As a result — ^note that, please! — I refrained from showing my 
contempt in any circumstances. Our romantic would sooner go off 
his head (which does not happen often, though) than show his 
contempt for his job if he has no other job in prospect, and he is 
never kicked out of a job, either, unless indeed he is carried off to a 
lunatic asylum as “ the King of Spain,” but even then only if he should 
go stark raving mad. However, only the very thm and fair people 
go off their heads in Russia. An innumerable host of romantics, on 
the other hand, usually end up by becoming civil servants of the 
highest grade. Quite a remarkable versatility! And what an 
ability they possess for the most contradictory sensations! Even 
in those days this thought used to console me mightily, and 1 am 
still of the same opinion. That is why we have such a great number 
of “expansive” natures who do not lose sight of their ideal even 
when faced with the most catastrophic disaster; and though they 
never lift a finger for their ideal, though they are the most thorough- 
paced villains and thieves, they respect their original ideal, are ready 
to shed bitter tears for it and ore, brides, quite remarkably honest at 
heart. Yes, gentlemen, it is only among us that the most arrant knave 
can be perfectly and even sublimely honest at heart without at the 
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same time ceasing to be a knave. I repeat, 1 have seen our romantics 
over and over again grown into the most businesslike rascals (I use 
the word “rascals ” affectionately) ; they suddenly acquire such a won- 
derful grasp of reality and such a thorough knowledge of the practical 
world that their astonished superiors in the Civil Service and the 
public at large can only click their tongues in utter stupefaction. 

Their many-sidedness is truly amazing, and goodness only knows 
into what it may be transformed and developed later on and what, 
as a result of it, the future may hold in store for us. And the material 
is Ihr from unpromising! T do not say this out of some ridiculous or 
blustering patriotism. However, I’m sure you must be thinking again 
that 1 am pulling your legs. Well, 1 don’t know. Perhaps I am wrong. 

I mean, perhaps you are convinced that this really is my opinion. 
In either case, gentlemen, 1 shall consider both these views as a 
singular honour and a matter of special gratification to me. And 
you will for'^ive me for my digression, won’t you? 

My friendship with my colleagues did not of course last. Within 
a very short time I was at loggerheads with them again and, owing 
to my youthful inexperience at the time, 1 even stopped exchanging 
greetings with them and, so to speak, cut them. That, however, only 
happened to me once. Generally speaking, I was always alone. 

At home I mostly spent my time reading. I tried to stifle all that 
was seething within me by all sorts of outside distractions, and of 
all outside distractions reading was the most easily available to me. 
My reading of course helped a lot : it excited, delighted, and tor- 
mented me. But at times it also bored me terribly. I got heartily 
sick of sitting in my room; I wanted to go somewhere, to move 
about ; and so I plunged into a sort of sombre, secret, disgusting — 
no, not dissipation, but vile, petty vice. My mean lusts were always 
acute and burning as a result of my continual morbid irritability. 
My outbursts of passion were hysterical, and always accompanied 
by tears and convulsions. Apart from my reading, 1 had nothing to 
occupy me. 1 mean, there was nothing in my surroundings which I 
could respect or to which I could feel attracted. In addition, I w'as 
terribly sick at heart ; I fe^^ a terrible craving for conflicts and con- 
trasts, and so I plunged into a life of mean debauchery. Mind you, 
1 have spoken at such great length now not at all because of any 
desire to justify myself. And yet — ^no! It’s a lie! Of course 1 wanted 
to justify myself. I’m making this little note for my own use, gentle- 
men. I don’t wnnt to lie. I promised not to. 
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I pursued my vile amusements in solitude, at ni^t, in secret, 
fearfully, filthily, with a feeling of shame that did not desert me in 
the most sickening moments and that brought me in such moments 
to the point of calling down curses on my own head. Even in these 
days I carried the dark cellar about with me in my soul. I was 
terribly afraid of being seen, of meeting someone I knew, of being 
recognised. I frequented all sorts of rather obscure dens of vice. 

One night as 1 was passing a small pub, I saw through a lighted 
window some men having a fight with billiard cues and one of them 
being thrown out of the window^ At any other time I should have 
felt very much disgusted ; but at the time I could not help feeling 
envious of the fellow who had been thrown out of the window. 
Indeed, so envious did I feel that I even went into the pub, walked 
straight into the billiard room, thinking that perhaps I too could 
pick a quarrel with the men there and be thrown out of the window. 

1 was not drunk, but what was T to do? To such a slate of hysteria 
had my depression brought me! But nothing happened. It seemed 
that 1 was not even capable of jumping out of the window, and 1 
went away without having a fight. 

An army officer in the pub put me in my place from the very first. 

I was standing beside the billiard table and, in my ignorance, was 
blocking the way. As he had to pass me, he took me by the shoulders 
and, without a word of warning or explanation, silently carried me 
bodily from where I was standing to another place and passed by 
as though he had not even noticed me. 1 could have forgiven him if 
he had given me a beating, but I could not forgive him for having 
moved me from one place to another as if 1 were a piece of furniture. 
I would have given anything at that moment for a real, a more 
regular, a more decent, and a more, so to speak, literary quarrel! 
But I had been treated like a fly. The army officer was over six foot, 
and I am a short, thin little fellow. The quarrel, however, was in 
my hands : if I had uttered one word of protest, T should most 
certainly have been thrown out of the window. But 1 changed my 
mind and preferred — to efface myself angrily. 

1 left the pub feeling wild and embarrassed and went straight 
home. On the following day I carried on with my mean dissipation 
even more timidly, more abjectly and miserably than before, as 
though with tears in my eyes, but I did carry on with it. Do not 
imagine, however, that I was afraid of the army officer because 1 am a 
coward ; I never was a coward at heart, although I have invariably 
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been a coward in action, but — don't be in such a hurry to laugh ; 1 
have an explanation for everything, don’t you worry. 

Oh, if that army officer had only been one of those who would 
accept a challenge to a duel! But no. He was most decidedly one of 
those gentlemen (alas, long extinct!) who preferred action with 
billiard cues or, like Gogol’s lieutenant Pirogov, by lodging a com- 
plaint with the authorities. They never accepted a challenge, and in 
any case would have considered a duel with me, a low grade civil 
servant, as quite improper; as for duelling in general, they regarded 
it as something unthinkable, something that only a freethinker or 
a Frenchman would indulge in. But that did not prevent them from 
treading on any man’s corns, and painfully, too, particularly as 
they were over six foot. 

No, I was not afraid because I was a coward, but because of my 
unbounded vanity. I was not afraid of his six foot, nor of getting 
soundly thru.shtf'd and being thrown out of the window; I should 
have had sufficient r-hysical courage for that; what I lacked was 
moral courage. What 1 was afraid of was that every one in the bil- 
liard room from the cheeky marker to the last rotten, pimply little 
government clerk i^ a greasy collar who was fawning upon every- 
body in the room, would misunderstand me and jeer at me when I 
protested and began addressing them in literary language. For even 
today we cannot speak of a point of honour — ^not of honour, mind 
you, but of a point of honour {point d'honneur) except in literary 
language. V ou cannot even mention a “ point of honour ” in ordinary 
language. I was absolutely convinced (the sense of reality in spite of 
all romanticism!) that they would all simply split their sides with 
laughter and that the officer would not just simply, that is to say, not 
inoffensively, thrash me, but would certainly push me round the 
billiard table with his knee and perhaps only then would he have 
taken pity on me and thrown me out of the window. With me a 
wretched incident like this would never, of course, end there. 1 
often met that army officer in the street afterwards and made a 
careful note of him. What I am not quite sure about is whether he 
recognised me. I don’t thmk he did, and 1 have come to this con- 
clusion by certain signs. But 1 — stared at him with hatred and 
malice, and that went on — oh, for several years. At first I began 
finding out quietly all I could about this officer. It was a difficult 
job, for I did not know anyone. But one day someone called him 
by his surname in the street just as I was trailing after him at a 
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distance, as though I were tied to him by a string, and so 1 learnt 
his name. Another day I followed him to his home and for ten 
copecks I found out from the caretaker where he lived, on which 
floor, whether alone or with somebody, etc., in fact, everything one 
could learn from a caretaker. One morning, though 1 had never 
indulged in literary work, it suddenly occurred to me to write a 
story round this ofiicer, a story in a satiric vein, in order to show him 
up for what he was. I wrote this story with real pleasure. 1 exposed, 
I did not hesitate even to libel him ; at first I gave him a name which 
could be immediately recognised as his, but later, on second 
thoughts, I changed it, and sent the story to “Homeland Notes.’* 
But at that time exposures were not in fashion yet, and my story 
was not published. I felt very sore about it. 

Sometimes my resentment became quite unbearable. At last I 
made up my mind to challenge my enemy to a duel. I wrote him a 
most beautiful, most charming letter, demanding an apology from 
him and, if he refused to apologise, hinting rather plainly at a duel. 
The letter was written in such a way that if the officer had had the 
least notion of “the sublime and the beautiful,” he would certainly 
have come running to me, fallen on my neck, and offered me his 
friendship. And how wonderful that would have been! Oh, how 
wonderfully we should have got on together! He would have 
protected me by his rank of an army officer, and I would have 
enlarged his mind by my superior education and — well — by my 
ideas, and lots of things could have happened! Just consider, this 
was two years after he had insulted me, and my challenge was 
absurdly out of date, a pure anachronism, in fact, in spite of the 
cleverness of my letter explaining away and concealing the lapse of 
time. But, thank God (to this day 1 thank the Almighty with tears 
in my eyes!), I did not send my letter. A shiver runs down my spine 
when I think of what might have happened if 1 had sent it. And sudden- 
ly — suddenly I revenged myself in the simplest and most extraordin- 
arily clever way! A most brilliant idea suddenly occurred to me. 

Sometimes on a holiday I used to take a walk on Nevsky Avenue, 
on the sunny side of it, and about four o’clock in the afternoon. 
As a matter of fact, I did not really take a walk there, but went 
through a series of torments, humiliations, and bilious attacks ; but 
1 suppose that was really what I wanted. 1 darted along like a ground- 
ling in the most unbecoming manner imaginable among the people 
on the pavement, continuously making way for generals, officers of 
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the guards and hussars, and ladies. At those moments 1 used to have 
sharp shooting pains in my heart and 1 used to feel all hot down 
the back at the mere thought of the miserable appearance of my 
clothes and the wretchedness of my darting little figure. It was a 
most dreadful torture, an incessant, unbearable humiliation at the 
thought, which grew into an uninterrupted and most palpable 
sensation, that in the eyes of all those high society people 1 was just 
a fly, an odious, obscene fly, more intelligent, more highly developed, 
more noble than anyone else (I had no doubts about that), but a 
’Hy that was always making way for everyone, a fly insulted and 
humiliated by every one. Why I suffered this torment, why I went 
for my walks on Nevsky Avenue, I do not know. But 1 was simply 
drawn there at every possible opportunity. 

Already at that time 1 began experiencing the sudden onrush of 
those keen delights of which I spoke in the first part. But after the 
incident v.i^h the army officer, I felt drawn there more than ever: it 
was on Nevsky Avenue that 1 met him most frequently, and it was 
there that 1 took such delight in looking at him. He, too, used to take 
a walk there mostly on holidays. And though he, too, made way for 
generals and otl'cr persons of high rank, though he, too, darted 
like a groundling among them, he simply bore down on people like 
me, or even those who were a cut above me ; he walked straight at 
them as though there were just an empty space in front of him, 
and never in any circumstances did he make way for them. I gloated 
spitefully as 1 looked at him and — made way for him resentfully 
every time he happened to bear down on me. 1 was tortured by the 
thought that even in the street 1 could not be on the same footing 
as he. “Why do you always have to step aside first?” I asked 
myself over and over again in a sort of hysterical rage, sometimes 
waking up at three o’clock in the morning. “Why always you and 
not he? There is no law about it, is there? There’s nothing written 
down about it, is there? Why can’t you arrange it so that each of you 
should make way for the other, as usually happens when two 
well-bred men meet in the street? He yields you half of his pave- 
ment and you half of yours, and you pass one another with mutual 
respect.” But it never happened like that. It was always I who 
stepped aside, while he did not even notice that I made way for him. 

And it was then the brilliant idea occurred to me. “And wlut,” 
thought 1, “what if I should meet him and — and not move aside? 
Just not do it on purpose, even if I have to give him a push. Well, 
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what would happen then?’* This brazen thought took such a hold 
of me that it gave me no rest. I thought of it continually and went 
for a walk on Nevsky Avenue more frequently so as to make quite 
sure of the way in which I was going to do it when I did do it. 1 
felt transported. This plan seemed to me more and more feasible 
and promising. “Of course I’m not going to give him a real push,” 
I thought, feeling much kindlier disposed towards him in my joy. 
“I’ll simply not make way for him. Knock against him, taking 
good care not to hurt him very much, just shoulder against shoulder, 
just as much as the laws of propriety allow. I shall only knock 
against him as much as he knocks against me.” 

At last my mind was firmly made up. But my preparations took 
a long time. The first thing I had to take into account was that when 
I carried out my plan 1 had to take good care to be as well dressed 
as possible. I had therefore to see about my clothes. “Just in case, 
for instance, there should be a public scandal (and there was sure 
to be quite an audience there: a countess taking a walk. Prince D. 
taking a walk, the whole literary world taking a walk), one had to be 
decently dressed. Good clothes impress people and will immediately 
put us on an equal footing in the eyes of society.” Accordingly, 1 
obtained an advance of salary and bought myself a pair of black 
gloves and a smart hat at Churkin’s. Black gloves seemed to me 
more impressive and more elegant than canary-K^oloured ones 
which I had thought of buying first. “Too bright a colour. Looks as 
though a man wants to show off too much!” So I did not take the 
canary-coloured ones. I had long ago got ready an excellent shirt 
with white bone studs; but my overcoat delayed the carrying out 
of my plan for a long time. My overcoat was not at all bad. It kept 
me warm. But it was wadded and had a raccoon collar, which made 
one look altogether too much a flunkey. The collar had to be 
changed at all costs for a beaver one, like one of those army officers 
wore. To acquire such a collar, I began visiting the Arcade, and after 
a few attempts decided to buy a cheap German beaver. These 
German beavers may soon look shabby and worn, but at first, when 
new, they look very decent indeed. And I wanted it for one occasion 
only. I asked the price: it was much loo expensive. On thinking it 
over, I decided to sell my raccoon collar and to borrow the rest of 
the money (and a considerable sum it was, too) from the head of my 
department, Anton Antonovich Setochkin, a quiet man, but 
serious and dependable, who never lent any money to any one, but 
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to whom I had been particularly recommended years ago on enter- 
ing the service by an important personage who got me the job. I 
went through hell before taking this step. To ask Anton Antonovich 
for a loan seemed to me a monstrous and shameful thing. I did not 
sleep for two or three nights and, as a matter of fact, 1 did not sleep 
well at the time generally, feeling very feverish. My heart seemed 
to be cither beating very faintly or suddenly began thumping, 
thumping, thumping! . . . Anton Antonovich looked rather surprised 
at first, then he frowned, then he pondered, and in the end he did 
lefid me the money, having made me sign a promissory note author- 
ising him to deduct the money from my salary in a fortnight. In 
this way everything was settled at last; the beautiful beaver reigned 
in the place of the odious raccoon, and gradually I set about making 
the final arrangements. This sort of thing could not be done without 
careful preparation, without thought. It had to be done skilfully and 
without hi'’’.> Rut I must admit that after many attempts to carry 
my plan into execution, I began to give way to despair: however 
much I tried, we just did not knock against each other, and there 
seemed to be nothing I could do about it! Hadn’t I got everything 
ready? Hadn’t I mp Je up my mind to go through with it? And did 
it not now seem that we ought to knock against each other any 
minute? And yet, when the moment came I made way for him 
again and he passed without taking any notice of me. I even offered 
up a prayer when I approached him, beseeching God to fill me with 
the necessary determination to see the business through. Once I had 
quite made up my mind, but it all ended by my tripping up and 
falling down in front of him, for at the last moment, at a distance 
of only a few feet, my courage failed me. He calmly strode over me, 
and I was hurled to one side like a ball. That night I was again in a 
fever and delirious. And suddenly everything came to a most 
satisfactory conclusion. The night befoie I had made up my mind 
most definitely not to go through with my luckless enterprise and to 
forget all about it, and with that intention I went for a walk on 
Nevsky Avenue for the last time, just to see how 1 would forget all 
about it. Suddenly, only ^hree paces from my enemy, 1 quite un- 
expectedly made up my mind, shut my eyes, and — we knocked 
violently against each other, shoulder to shoulder. I did not budge 
an inch and passed him absolutely on an equal footing! He did noi 
even look round and pretended not to have noticed anything. But 
he was only pretending: 1 am quite sure of that. Yes, to this day I 
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am quite sure of that! Of course 1 got the worst of it, for he was 
stronger. But that was not the point. The point was that I had done 
what I had set out to do, that 1 had kept up my dignity, that I had 
not yielded an inch, and that 1 had put myself publicly on the same 
social footing as he. 1 came back home feeling that 1 had 
completely revenged myself for everything. 1 was beside myself with 
delight. 1 was in the seventh heaven and sang Italian arias. 1 shall 
not, of course, describe to you what happened to me three days 
later. If you have read my first chapter, you will be able to guess for 
yourselves. The officer was afterwards transferred somewhere. 1 
have not seen him for fourteen years now. I wonder how the dear 
fellow is getting on now. Who is he bullying now? 

II 

But when my mood for odious little dissipations came to an end 1 
used to feel dreadfully flat and miserable. 1 had an awful conscience 
about it, but I did my best not to think of it : 1 felt too miserable for 
that. Little by little, however, I got used to that, too. I got used to 
everything, or rather I did not really get used to it, but just made up 
my mind to grin and bear it. But I had a solution which made up for 
everything, and that was to seek salvation in all that was sublime 
and beautiful, ” in my dreams, of course. I would give myself up 
entirely to dreaming. 1 would dream for three months on end, 
skulking in ihy comer. And, believe me, at those moments I bore 
no resemblance to the gentleman who in his pigeon-livered con- 
fusion had sewed a piece of German beaver to the collar of his 
overcoat. I suddenly became a hero. 1 shouldn't have admitted my 
six-foot lieutenant to my rooms even if he had come to pay a call on 
me. 1 could not even picture him before me at the time. What 
exactly my dreams were about, or how I could be content with them, 
it is difficult to say now, but I was content with them at the time. 
As a matter of fact, 1 feel even now a certain glow of satisfaction 
at the memory of it. It was after my phase of dissipation had passed 
that I took special pleasure in my dreams which seemed sweeter and 
more vivid then. They came to me with repentance and tears, with 
curses and transports of delight. I had moments of such positive 
intoxication, of such intense happiness, that, I assure you, I did not 
feel even the faintest stir of derision within me. What I had was faith, 
hope, and lov^. The trouble was that in those days I believed blindly 
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that by some miracle, by some outside event, all this would suddenly 
draw apart and expand, that I would suddenly catch a glimpse of 
a vista of some suitable activity, beneficent and beautiful, and, 
above all, an activity that was absolutely ready-made (what sort of 
activity I never knew, but the great thing was that it was to be all 
ready-made), and then I would suddenly emerge into the light of 
day, almost mounted on a white horse and with a laurel wreath on 
my head. I could not even imagine any place of secondary import- 
ance for myself, and for that very reason J quite contentedly 
"Occupied the most insignificant one in real life. Either a hero or 
dirt — there was no middle way. That turned out to be my undoing, 
for while wallowing in dirt I consoled myself with the thought that 
at other times I was a hero, and the hero overlaid the dirt: an 
ordinary mortal, as it were, was ashamed to wallow in dirt, but a 
hero was too exalted a person to be entirely covered in dirt, and 
hence I wallow in dirt with an easy conscience. It is a remark- 
able fact that these attacks of the “sublime and beautiful” came to 
me even during my spells of odious dissipation, and more partic- 
ularly at the time when 1 was touching bottom. They came quite 
unexpectedly, in separate outbursts, as though reminding me of 
themselves, but their appearance never brought my debauch to an 
end ; on the contrary, they seemed to stimulate it by contrast, and 
they only lasted for as long as it was necessary for them to carry out 
the function of a good sauce. In this case the sauce consisted of 
contradictions and suffering, of torturing inner analysis, and all these 
pangs and torments added piquancy and even meaning to my odious 
little dissipation — in short, fully carried out the function of a good 
sauce. All this had a certain profundity, too. For I could never have 
been content to indulge in the simple, vulgar, direct, sordid debauch- 
ery of some office clerk and reconcile myself to all that filth! What 
else could 1 have found so attractive in it to draw me into the street 
at night? No, gentlemen, 1 had a noble loophole for every thing. . , . 

But how much love, good Lord, how much love 1 used to 
experience in those dreams of mine, during those hours of “salva- 
tion through the sublime and the beautiful”; fantastic though that 
sort of love was and though in reality it had no relation whatever 
to anything human, there was so much of it, so much of this love, 
that one did not feel the need of applying it in practice aflterwaius; 
that would indeed have been a superfluous luxury. Everything, how- 
ever, always ended most satisfactorily in an indolent and rapturous 
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transition to art, that is, to the beautiful forms of existence, all 
ready made, snatched forcibly from the poets and novelists and 
adapted to every possible need and requirement. For instance, I 
triumphed over everything; all of course lay in the dust at my feet, 
compelled of their own free will to acknowledge all my perfections, 
and I forgave them all. I was a famous poet and court chamberlain, 
and 1 fell in love; 1 became a multi-millionaire and at once devoted 
all my wealth to the improvement of the human race, and there and 
then confessed all my hideous and shameful crimes before all the 
people; needless to say, my crimes were, of course, not really 
hideous or shameful, but had much in them that was ‘‘sublime and 
beautiful,^* something in the style of Manfred. All would weep and 
kiss me (what damned fools they’d have been otherwise!), and I’d 
go off, barefoot and hungry, to preach new ideas and indict another 
Waterloo on the reactionaries. Then the band would be brought 
out and strike up a march, a general amnesty would be granted, 
and the Pope would agree to leave Rome for Brazil; then there 
would be a ball for the whole of Italy at the Villa Borghese 
on the banks of Lake Como, Lake Como being specially 
transferred for that occasion to the neighbourhood of Rome ; this 
would be followed by the scene in the bushes, and so on and so 
forth — don’t tell me you don’t know it! You will say it is mean and 
contemptible now to shout it all from the housetops after all the 
raptures and tears which I have myself confessed to. But why, pray, 
is it mean? Surely, you don’t think I’m ashamed of it, do you? You 
don’t imagine by any chance that all this was much sillier than what 
ever happened in your life, gentlemen? And let me assure you that 
certain things were not so badly worked out by me, cither. ... It did 
not all take place on the banks of Lake Como. Of course, on the 
other hand, you are quite right. As a matter of fact, it is mean and 
contemptible. And what is even meaner is that now I should be trying 
to justify myself to you. Enough of this, though, or 1 should never 
finish: things are quite sure to get meaner and meaner anyway. 

I was never able to spend more than three months of dreaming 
at a time without feeling an irresistible urge to plunge into social 
life. To me plunging into social life meant paying a call on the head 
of my department, Anton Antonovich Setochkin. He was the only 
permanent acquaintance 1 have had in my life, and I can’t help 
being surprised at it myself now. But I used to call on him only 
when I was in the right mood for such a visit, when, that is, my 
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dreams had reached such a pinnacle of bliss that I felt an instant and 
irresistible urge to embrace all my fellow-men and all humanity. 
But to do that one had at least to have one man who actually 
existed. However, it was only on Tuesdays that one could call on 
Anton Antonovich (Tuesday was his at home day), and there- 
fore it was necessary to work myself up into the right mood for 
embracing all mankind on that day. This Anton Antonovich Setoch- 
kin lived at Five Corners, on the fourth floor, in four little rooms 
with low ceilings, one smaller than the other, and all of a most 
frugal and jaundiced appearance. He had two daughters and their 
aunt who used to pour out the tea. One of the daughters was thirteen 
and the other fourteen; both had snub noses and both used to 
embarrass me terribly because they kept whispering to each other 
and giggling. Tlie master of the house was usually in his study. He 
sat on a leather sofa in front of his desk, with some grey-haired 
visitor, r. ci\ [[ servant from our department or, occasionally, from 
some other department. I never saw more than two or three visitors 
there, and always the same. The usual topic of conversation was 
excise duties, the hard bargaining in the Senate, salaries, promo- 
tions, His Excellenc> the best way to please him, etc., etc. I had the 
patience to sit like a damn fool beside these people for hours, 
listening to them, neither daring to speak to them, nor knowing 
what to say. I got more and more bored, broke out into a sweat, and 
was in danger of getting an apoplectic stroke. But all this was good 
and useful to me. When I came home, I would put off for a lime 
my desire to embrace all mankind. 

I had, by the way, another acquaintance of a sort, a fellow by the 
name of Simonov, an old schoolfellow of mine. I suppose 1 must 
have had quite a lot of schoolfellows in Petersburg, but I had nothing 
to do with them and even stopped exchanging greetings with them 
in the street. 1 expect the real reason why I had got myself trans- 
ferred to another department in ihc Civil Service was that I did not 
want to have anything to do with them any more. I wanted to cut 
myself off completely from the hateful years of my childhood. To 
hell with that school and those terrible years of slavery! In short, 
I broke with my schoolfellows as soon as 1 began to shift for myself. 
There were only two or three of them left with whom I still . x- 
changed greetings in the street. One of them was Simonov, who was 
a very quiet boy at school, of an equable nature and not particularly 
brilliant, but I discerned in him a certain independence of character 
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and even honesty. I don't think he was a dull fellow at all. Not very 
dull, anyway. We had had some bright times together, but I’m 
afraid they did not last long and somehow or other got lost in a 
mist rather suddenly. I had a feeling that he did not exactly relish 
being reminded of those times and that he seemed to be always 
afraid that I might adopt the same tone with him again. I suspected 
that he really loathed the sight of me, but as 1 was never quite sure 
about it, I went on visiting/him. 

So that one Thursday afternoon, unable to bear my solitude any 
longer and knowing that on Thursdays Anton Antonovich’s door 
would be closed, I thought of Simonov. As 1 was climbing up to his 
rooms on the fourth floor, I could not help thinking that this partic- 
ular gentleman must be sick and tired of me and that I was wasting 
my time going to see him. But as it invariably happened that such 
reflections merely spurred me on to put myself into an equivocal 
position, I went in. It was almost a year since I had last seen 
Simonov. 


ni 

I found two more of my former schoolfellows with him. They 
seemed to be discussing some highly important matter. None of 
them took any particular notice of my arrival, which struck me as 
rather odd considering that I had not seen them for years. No 
doubt they regarded me as some sort of common fly. I had never 
been treated like that even at school, though they all hated me there. 
1 realised, of course, that they could not help despising me now for 
my failure to get on in the Civil Service, for my having sunk so low, 
going about shabbily dressed, etc., which in their eyes was, as it 
were, an advertisement of my own incompetence and insignificance. 
But all the same I had never expected so great a contempt for me. 
Simonov could not even disguise his surprise at my visit. He always 
used to be surprised at my visits, at least that was the impression 1 
got. All this rather upset me. I sat down, feeling somewhat put out, 
and began listening to their conversation. 

They were discussing veiy earnestly, and even with some warmth, 
the question of a farewell dinner which they wanted to give next day 
to a friend of theirs, an army officer by the name of Zverkov, who 
was due to leave for some remote place in the provinces. Zverkov too 
had been at school with me all the time, but 1 grew to hate him 
particularly in the upper forms. In the lower forms he had been just 
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a good-looking, high-spirited boy, who was a favourite with every- 
body. I had hated him, however, even in the lower forms just 
because he was so good-looking and high-spirited a boy. He was 
never good at lessons, and as time went on he got worse and worse. 
But he got his school certificate all right because he had powerful 
connections. During his last year at school he came into an in- 
heritance, an estate with two hundred peasants, and as almost all of 
us were poor, he even began showing off to us. He was superlatively 
vulgar, but a good fellow in spite of it, even when he gave himself 
aiiSr. And in spite of the superficial, fantastic, and rather silly ideas 
of honour and fair play we had at school, all but a few of us 
grovelled before Zverkov, and the more he showed off, the more 
anxious were they to get into his good books. And they did it not 
because of any selfish motives, but simply because he had been 
favoured with certain gifts by nature. Besides, Zverkov was for some 
reason look^'J upon by us as an authority on smartness and good 
manneis. The last point in particular used to infuriate me. I hated 
the brusque, self-assured tone of his voice, the way he enjoyed his 
own jokes, which, as a matter of fact, were awfully silly, though he 
always was rather daritig in his expressions; 1 hated his handsome 
but rather vapid face (for which, by the way, 1 would have gladly 
exchanged my clever one) and his free and easy military manners 
which were in vogue in the forties. I hated the way in which he used 
to talk of his future conquests (he did not have the courage to 
start an affair with a woman before getting his officer's epaulettes, 
and was looking forward to them with impatience), and of the duels 
he would be fighting almost every minute. I remember how I, who 
had always been so reserved and taciturn, had a furious argument 
with Zverkov when he was discussing his future love affairs with his 
cronies during playtime and, becoming as playful as a puppy in the 
sun, suddenly declared that on his estate he would not leave a 
single peasant girl who was a virgin without his attentions, that that 
was his droit de seigneur, and that if any of his peasants dared to 
protest he would have them flogged and double the tax on them, too, 
the bearded rascals. Our oafs applauded him, but I got my teeth into 
him not because I was sorry for the virgins or their fathers, but just 
because they were applauding such an insect. I got the better of him 
then, but though a great ^ool,?Zverkov was an impudent and jolly 
fellow, so he laughed the whole affair off, and did it so well that 1 
didn't really get the better of him in the end : the laugh was against me. 
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He got the better of me several times afterwards, but without 
malice and as though it were all a great lark, with a casual sort of 
laugh. I would not reply to him, keeping resentfully and contemptu- 
ously silent. When we left school, Zverkov seemed anxious to be 
friends with me, and feeling flattered, I did not object ; but we soon, 
and quite naturally, drifted apart. Afterward 1 heard of his barrack- 
room successes as a lieutenant and of the gay life he was leading. 
Then other rumours reached me of his progress in the army. Already 
he began cutting me dead in the street, and 1 suspected he was afraid 
of compromising himself by greeting so insignificant a person as 
me. I also saw him at the theatre once, in the circle, already wearing 
shoulder-straps. He was bowing and scraping to the daughters of 
some ancient general. In three years he had lost his >outhful looks, 
though he still was quite handsome and smart. He was beginning to 
^t on weight and looked somewhat bloated. It was pretty clear that 
by the time he was thirty he would go completely fat and flabby. 1 1 was 
to this Zverkov, who was now leaving the capital, that our friends were 
going to give a dinner. They had been his boon companions, though 
1 felt sure that in their hearts they never thought themselves his equal. 

Of Simonov’s two friends one was Ferfichkin, a Russian of German 
origin, a little fellow with the a face of a monkey and one of my worst 
enemies from our earliest days at school. He was an utterly contemp- 
tible, impudent, conceited fellow who liked to parade his claims to 
a most meticulous sense of honour, but who really was a rotten little 
coward at heart. He belonged to those of Zverkov’s admirers who 
fawned on him for selfish reasons and who, in fact, often borrowed 
money from him. Simonov’s other visitor, Trudolyubov, was not in 
any way remarkable. He was an army officer, tall, with rather a cold 
countenance, fairly honest, but a greatadmircr of every kind of success 
and only capable of discussing promotions. He seemed to be a distant 
relative of Zverkov’s, and that, foolish as it may sound, invested him 
with a certain prestige among us. He always regarded me as a man 
of no importance, but if not polite, his treatment of me was tolerant. 

“Well,” said Trudolyubov, “I suppose if we contribute seven 
roubles each we’ll have twenty-one roubles, and for that we ought to 
be able to get a damn good dinner. Zverkov, of course, won’t pay.” 

“Naturally,” Simonov agreed, “if we’re inviting him.” 

“Surely you don’t supoose,” Ferfichkin interjected superciliously 
and with some warmth, like an impudent footman who was boasting 
about the decorations of his master the general, “surely you don’t 
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suppose Zverkov will let us pay for him, do you? He might let us 
pay for the dinner out of a feeling of delicacy, but I bet you anything 
he’ll contribute half a dozen bottles of champagne.” 

“Half a dozen for the four of us is a bit too much, isn’t it?” 
remarked Trudolyubov, paying attention only to the half-dozen. 

“So the three of us then, with Zverkov making four, twenty-one 
roubles, at the Hotel de Paris at five o’clock tomorrow,” Simonov, 
who had been chosen as the organiser of the dinner, concluded finally. 

“How do you mean twenty-one?” I said in some agitation, 
pretending to be rather offended. “If you count me, you’ll have 
twenty-eight roubles, and not twenty-one.” 

I felt that to offer myself suddenly and so unexpectedly as one of 
the contributors to the dinner was rather a handsome gesture on 
my part and that they would immediately accept my offer with 
enthusiasm and look at me with respect. 

“You don’t want to contribute, too, do you?” Simonov observed 
without concealing his displeasure and trying not to look at me. 

He could read me like a book. 

I felt furious that he should be able to read me like a book. 

“But why shouldn’t 1? I'm an old school friend of his, am I not? 
1 must say I can't help resenting being passed over like that!” I 
spluttered again. 

“And where do you suppose were we to find you?” Ferfichkin 
broke in, rudely. 

“You were never on good terms with Zverkov, you know,” 
Trudolyubov added, frowning. 

But I had got hold of the idea and 1 was not to give it up so easily. 

“I don’t think anyone has a right to express an opinion about 
that,” I replied with a tremor in my voice, as though goodness knows 
what had happened. “ It is just because I was not on very good terms 
with him before that 1 might like to meet him new.” 

“Well,” Trudolyubov grinned, “who can make you out — all 
those fine ideals ” 

“Very well,” Simonov made up his mind, “we'll put your name 
down. Tomorrow at five o’clock at the Hotel de Paris. Don’t forget.” 

“But the money!” Ferfichkin began in an undertone, addressing 
Simonov and nodding in my direction, but he stopped short, for 
even Simonov felt embarrassed. 

“All right,” Trudolyubov said, getting up, “let him come, if he 
really wants to so much.” 
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“But, damn it all, it’s only a dinner for a few intimate friends,” 
Ferfichkin remarked crossly as he, too, picked up his hat. “It’s not 
an official gathering. How do you know we want you at all? ’’ 

They went away. As he went out, Ferfichkin did not even think 
it necessary to say goodbye to me. Trudolyubov just nodded, without 
looking at me. Simonov, with whom I now remained alone, seemed 
perplexed and puzzled, and he gave me a strange look. He did not 
sit down, nor did he ask me to take a seat. 

“Mmmm — yes — ^tomorrow then. Will you let me have the money 
now?Imean, I’d like to know — ^”he murmured, looking embarrassed. 

I flushed and, as I did so, I remembered that I had owed Simonov 
fifteen roubles for years, which, incidentally, I never forgot, though 
^never returned the money. 

“But look here, Simonov, you must admit that 1 couldn’t possibly 
have known when I came here that — ^I mean, I am of course very 
sorry I forgot ” 

“All right, all right! It makes no difference. You can pay me 
tomorrow at the dinner. I just want to know, that’s all. Please, 
don’t ” 

He stopped short and began pacing the room noisily, looking 
more vexed than ever. As he paced the room, he raised himself on 
his heels and stamped even more noisily. 

“I’m not keeping you, am I? ’’ I asked after a silence of two minutes. 

“Oh, no, not at all!’’ He gave a sudden start. “I mean, as a 
matter of fact, you arc. You see I have an appointment with someone, 
— er — ^not far from here,” he added in an apologetic sort of voice, 
a little ashamed. 

“Good Lord, why didn’t you tell me?” I cried, seizing my cap 
with rather a nonchalant air, though goodness only knows where 
I got it from. 

“Oh, it’s not far really — only a few steps from here,” Simonov 
repeated, seeing me off to the front door with a bustling air, which 
did not become him at all. “So tomorrow at five o’clock sharp!” 
he shouted after me ..s I was going down the stairs. 

He seemed very glad indeed to see me go, but 1 was mad with rage. 

“What possessed me to do it?” I muttered, grinding my teeth, as 
I walked along the street. “And for such a rotter, such a swine as 
Zverkov. Of course I mustn’t go. Of course to hell with the lot of 
them. Why should I? I’m not obliged to, am I? I’ll let Simonov know 
tomorrow. Drop him a line by post.” 
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But the reason why I was so furious was because I knew perfectly 
well that I should go, that [ should go deliberately; and that the 
more tactless, the more indecent my going was, the more 
certainly would I go. 

And there was a good reason why I should not go : I had not got 
the money. Al! in all, I had nine roubles, but of that I had to give 
seven to my servant Apollon tomorrow for his monthly wages, out 
of which he paid for his board. Not to pay him was quite out of the 
question, knowing as I did the sort of man Apollon was. But of that 
fieud, of that scourge of mine, 1 shall speak another time. 

Anyway, 1 knew very well that I wouldn’t pay him, but would 
quite certainly go to the dinner. 

That night I had the most hideous dreams. And no wonder. 
The whole evening 1 was haunted by memories of my hateful days 
at school, and 1 could not get rid of them. 1 was sent to the school 
by some distant relations of mine, on whom I was dependent and 
of whom 1 have not heard anything since. They dumped me there, 
an orphan already crushed by their reproaches, already accustomed 
to brood for hours on end, always silent, one who looked sullenly on 
everything around him. My schoolmates overwhelmed me with 
spiteful and pitiless derision because I was not like any of them. 
And derision was the only thing I could not stand. T did not lind it 
at all as easy to make friends with people as they did to make friends 
among tlicmseivcs. I at once conceived a bitter hatred for them and 
withdrew from them all into my own shell of wounded, timid, and 
excessive pride. Their coarseness appalled me. They laughed cynically 
at my face, at my ungainly figure. And yet how stupid their own faces 
were! At our school the faces of the boys seemed to undergo an 
extraordinary change and grow particularly stupid. Lots of nice 
looking children entered our school, but after a few years one could 
not look at them without a feeling of revulsion. Even at the age of 
sixteen I wondered morosely at them. Even at that time I was amazed 
at the pettiness of their thoughts, the silliness of their occupations, 
their games, their conversations. They did not understand even 
the most necessary things ; they were not interested in anything that 
was out of the ordinary, in anything that was conducive to thought, 
so that I could not help looking on them as my inferiors. It was not 
injured vanity that drove me to it, and don't for goodness’ sake corn** 
to me with your hackneyed and nauseating objections, such as, for 
instance, that I was only dreaming, while they understood the real 

155 



A GENTLE CREATURE 

meaning of life even then. They understood nothing. They had not 
the faintest idea of real life. Indeed, it was just that I could not stand 
most of all about them. On the contrary, they had a most fantastic 
and absurd notion of the most simple, most ordinary facts, and 
already at that early age they got into the habit of admiring success 
alone. Everything that was just but looked down upon and oppressed, 
they laughed at shamelessly and heartlessly. Rank they mistook 
for brains. Even at sixteen all they were discussing was cushy jobs. 
A great deal of it, no doubt, was due to their stupidity, to the bad 
examples with which they had been surrounded in their childhood 
and adolescence. And they were abominably vicious. I suppose 
much of that, too, was only on the surface, much of their depravity 
was just affected cynicism, and even in their vices one could catch 
a glimpse of youth and of a certain freshness. But that freshness 
had nothing attractive about it, and it took the form of a kind of 
rakishness. I hated them terribly, though T suppose I was really 
much worse than they. They repaid me in the same coin and did not 
conceal their loathing of me. But I was no longer anxious for them 
to like me; on the contrary, I longed continually to humiliate 
them. To escape their ridicule, I purposely began to apply myself 
more diligently to my studies and was soon among the top boys in 
my form. This did make an impression on them. Moreover, they all 
began gradually to realise that I was already reading books they 
could not read, and that I understood things (not included in our 
school curriculum) of which they had not even heard. They looked 
sullenly and sardonically on all this, but they had to acknowledge 
my moral superiority, particularly as even the teachers took notice 
of me on account of it. Theii jeering stopped, but their hostility 
remained, and henceforth our relations became strained and frigid. 
In the end I could no longer stand it myself : the older I became, the 
more I longed for the society of men and the more 1 was in need of 
friends. I tried to become friends with some of them, but my friend- 
ship with them always somehow appeared unnatural and came to an 
end of itself. I diu have a sort of a friend once, but by that time I was 
already a tyrant at heart : I wanted to exercise complete authority 
over him, I wanted to implant a contempt for his surroundings in 
his heart, 1 demanded that he should break away from these sur- 
roundings, scornfully and finally. I frightened him with my passionate 
friendship. I reduced him to tears, to hysterics. He was a simple 
and devoted soul, but the moment I felt that he was completely 
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in my power I grew to hate him and drove him from me, as though 
1 only wanted him for the sake of gaining a victory over him, for 
the sake of exacting his complete submission to me. But I could 
not get the better of them all. My friend, too, was imlike any 
of the others ; he was, in fact, a rare exception. The first thing I 
did on leaving school was to give up the career for which 1 had been 
trained so as to break all the tics that bound me to my past, which 

I loathed and abominated And I’m damned if I know why after 

all that I should go trotting off to sec that Simonov! . . . 

ic^rly next morning I jumped out of bed in a state of tremendous 
excitement, as though everything were about to happen thereand then. 
But I really did believe that there was going to be some radical break 
in my life and that it would most certainly come that day. Whether 
it was because I was not used to change or for some other reason, 
but all through my life I could not help feeling that any extraneous 
event, however trivial, would immediately bring about some radical 
alteration in my life. However, I went to the office as usual, but 
slipped away home two hours early to get ready. The important thing, 
i thought, was not to arrive there first, or they might think that I 
was really glad to be in their company. But there were thousands of 
such important things to think of, and they excited me so much that 
in the end 1 felt a physical wreck. I gave my boots another polish 
with my own hands ; Apollon would not have cleaned them twice 
a day for anything in the world, for he considered that a most irregular 
procedure. 1 polished them with the brushes 1 had sneaked from the 
passage to make sure he did not know anything about it, for I did 
not want him to despise me for it afterwards. Then I submitted my 
clothes to a most meticulous inspection and found that everything 
was old, worn, and covered with stains. 1 had certainly grown much 
too careless of my appearance. My Civil Service uniform was not 
so bad, but 1 could not go out to dinner in my uniform, could 1? The 
worst of it was that there was a huge yellow stain on the knee of 
my trousers. I had a presentiment that that stain alone would rob 
me of nine-tenths of my self-respect. 1 knew, too, that it was a thought 
unworthy of me. “But this is no time foi thinking: now 1 have to 
face reality,” I thought with a sinking heart. I knew, of course, 
perfectly well at the time that I was monstrously exaggerating all 
these facts. But what could I do? It was too late for me to contro* 
my feelings, and 1 was shaking with fever. 1 imagined with despair 
how patronisingly and how frigidly that “rotter” Zverkov would 
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meet me; with what dull and irresistible contempt that blockhead 
Trudolyubov would look at me; with what unbearable insolence 
that insect Ferfichkin would titter at me in order to curry favour with 
Zverkov; how perfectly Simonov would understand it all and how 
he would despise me for the baseness of my vanity and want of 
spirit, and, above all, how paltry, unliterary, and commonplace 
the whole affair would be. Of course, the best thing would be not 
to go at all. But that was most of ail out of the question : once 1 felt 
drawn into something, I was drawn into it head foremost. All my 
life I should have jeered at myself afterwards: “So you were 
afraid, were you? Afraid of lifel Afraid!” On the contrary, J 
longed passionately to show all that “rabble” that I was not such 
a coward as even 1 imagined myself to be. And that was not all by 
any means : in the most powerful paroxysms of my cowardly fever 
I dreamed of getting the upper hand, of sweeping the floor with them, 
of forcing them to admire and like me — if only for my “lofty 
thoughts and indisputable wit.” They would turn their backs on 
Zverkov, he would be left sitting by himself in some corner, silent 
and ashamed, utterly crushed by me. Afterwards, no doubt, 1 would 
make it up with him and we would drink to our everlasting friend- 
ship. But what was most galling and infuriating to me was that even 
then 1 knew without a shadow of doubt that, as a matter of fact, I did 
not want any of this at all, that, as a matter of fact, 1 had not the 
least desire to get the better of them, to crush them, to make them 
like me, and-that if 1 ever were to do so, I should not give a rap for it. 
Oh, how I prayed for the day to pass quickly! Feeling utterly miserable 
1 walked up again and again to the window, opened the small 
ventilating pane, and peered out into tlie murky haze of the thickly 
falling wet snow. . . . 

At last my cheap clock wheezed out five. 1 seized my hat and, 
trying not to look at Apollon, who had been waiting for his wages 
ever since the morning but was too big a fool to speak to me about 
it first, slipped past him through the door, and in a smart sledge, 
which cost me my last fifty copecks, drove up in great style to 
the Hotel de Paris. 


IV 

1 had had a feeling the day before that Td be the first to arrive. 
But it was no longer a question of arriving first. For not only were 
they not there, but 1 could hardly find the room. Nor was the table 
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laid. What did it mean? After many inquiries I found out at last 
from the waiters that the dinner had been ordered for six and not 
for live o’clock. I had that confirmed at the bar, too. I even began 
feeling ashamed to go on making those inquiries. It was only twenty- 
five minutes past five. If they had changed the dinner hour, they should 
at least have let me know — ^what was the post for? — ^and not have 
exposed me to such “humiliation” in my own eyes and — ^and cer- 
tainly not in the eyes of the waiters. 1 sat down. A waiter began laying 
the table. I felt even more humiliated in his presence. Towards six 
Q^lock they brought in candles in addition to the burning lamps. 
TTie waiter, however, had never thought of bringing themin as soon as I 
arrived. In the next room two gloomy gentlemen were having dinner 
at separate tables; they looked angry and were silent. People in 
one of the other rooms were kicking up a terrible shindy, shouting 
at the top of their voices ; I could hear the loud laughter of a whole 
crowd of people, interspersed with some disgustingly shrill shrieks 
in French * there \.erc ladies at the dinner. The whole thing, in short, 
could not have been more nauseating. I don’t remember ever having 
had such a bad time, so that when, punctually at six, they arrived 
all together, 1 was at first very glad to see them, as though they were 
my deliverers, and i almost forgot that I ought to be looking offended. 

Zverkov entered the room ahead of cveiybody, quite obviously 
the leading spirit of the whole company. He and his companions were 
laughing. But as soon as he caught sight of me, he pulled himself 
up and, walking up to me unhurriedly, bent his body slightly from 
the waist, as though showing off what a fine gentleman he was. He 
shook hands with me aftably, though not too affably, with a sort of 
watchful politeness, almost as though he were already a general, 
and as though in giving me his hand he was protecting himself 
against something. I had imagined that as soon as he came in he 
would, on the contrary, break into his customary high-pitched laugh, 
intermingled with shrill shrieks, and at once start making his insipid 
jokes and witticisms. It was to deal with this that I had been preparing 
myself since last evening, but 1 had never expected such condescend- 
ing affability, such grand manners of a person of the highest rank. 
So he already considerca himself infinitely superior to me in every 
respect, did he? If he only meant to insult me with the superior airs 
of a general, it would not matter, I thought to myself; but what 
without the least desire to offend me, the fool had really got the 
preposterous idea into his head that he was immeasurably superior 
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to me and could not look at me but with a patronising air? The very 
thought of it made me choke with resentment. 

was surprised to hear of your desire to join us/’ he began, 
mouthing and lisping, which he never used to do before. “Fm 
afraid we haven’t seen much of each other recently. You seem to 
avoid us. A pity. We’re not so terrible as you think. Anyway, Fm 

glad to— er — ^re-e-sume— er and he turned away casually to 

put down his ha;^i on the windowsill. 

“Been waiting long?’’ asked Trudolyubov. 

“I arrived at precisely five o’clock as I was told to yesterday,” 
I replied in a loud voice and with an irritation that threatened an 
early explosion. 

“Didn’t you let him know that wc had changed the hour?” 
Trudolyubov asked, turning to Simonov. 

“I’m afraid I didn’t — forgot all about it,” Simonov replied un- 
repentantly and, without a word of apology to me, went off to oi dcr 
the hors d^ceuvres, 

“You poor fellow, so you’ve been waiting here for a whole hour, 
have you?” Zverkov exclaimed sarcastically, for, according to his 
notions, this was really very funny. 

That awful cad Ferfichkin broke into a nasty, shrill chuckle, like 
the yapping of a little dog. My position seemed to him too ludicrous 
and too embarrassing for words. 

“It isn’t funny at all! ” I cried to Ferfichkin, getting more and more 
irritated. “It was somebody clse’s fault, not mine. I expect I wasn’t 
considered important enough to be told. This — this — this is simply 
idiotic!” 

“Not only idiotic, but something else as well,” Trudolyubov mut- 
tered, naively taking my part. “You’re much too nice about it. It’s 
simply insulting. Unintentional, no doubt. And how could 
Simonov — ^well! ” 

“If anyone had played that kind of joke on me,” observed 
Ferfichkin, “I’d ” 

“ You’d have ordered something for yourself,” Zverkov interrupted 
him, “or simply asked for dinner without waiting for us.” 

“But you must admit I could have done as much without your 
permission,” I rapped out. “If I waited, I ” 

“Let’s take our seats, gentlemen,” Simonov cried, coming in. 
“Everything’s ready. I can answer for the champagne — it’s been 

excellently iced Fm sorry,” he suddenly turned to me, but again 
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somehow avoiding looking at me, “ but I didn’t know your address, 
and so I couldn’t possibly have got hold of you, could I?” 

He must have had something against me. Must have changed 
his mind after my visit last night. 

All sat down ; so did T. The table was a round one. Trudolyubov 
was on my left and Simonov on my right. Zverkov was sitting oppo- 
site with Ferfichkin next to him, between him and Trudolyubov. 

“Tell me plea-ea-se are you — er — in a Government department?” 
Zverkov continued to be very attentive to me. 

. He saw how embarrassed I was and he seriously imagined that 
it was his duty to be nice to me and, as it were, cheer me up. 

“Does he want me to throw a bottle at his head?” I thought 
furiously. As I was unaccustomed to these sunoundings, 1 was 
getting iiritatcd somehow unnaturally quickly. 

“In the . . . office,” 1 replied abruptly, my eyes fixed on my plate. 

“Good Lord, and do-o-o you find it re-mu-nerative? Tell me, 
plea-ea-sc, whit indu-u-uced you to give up your old job?” 

“What indu-u-uced me was simply that I got fed up with my old 
job,” I answered, drawing out the words three times as much as he 
and scarcely able to control myself. 

Ferfichkin snorted. Simonov glanced ironically at me. Trudolyubov 
stopped eating and began observing me curiously. 

Zverkov winced, but pretended not to have noticed anything. 

“Wc-c-c-cll, and whal’s your screw?” 

“Which screw?” 

“1 mean, what’s your sa-a-alary?” 

“You’re not by any chance cross-examining me, arc you?” 

However, I told him at once what my salary was. I was blushing 
terribly. 

“Not much,” Zverkov observed importantly. 

“No,” Ferfichkin added insolently, “hardly enough to pay for 
your dinners at a restaurant.” 

“1 think it’s simply beggarly,” Trudolyubov said, seriously. 

“And how thin you've grown, how you’ve changed since— er — 
those days,” added Zverkov, no longer without venom, examining 
my clothes with a sort oi' impudent compassion. 

“Stop embarrassing the poor fellow,” Ferfichkin exclaimed, 
giggling. 

“You’re quite mistaken, sir,” I burst out at last, “I’m not at all 
embarrassed. Do you hear? I’m dining here at this restaurant, sir, 
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at my own expense, and not at other people's. Make a note of that, 
Mr. Ferfichkin.” 

“What do you mean?” Ferfichkin flew at me, turning red as a 
lobster and glaring furiously at me. “And who, sir, isn’t dining at 
his own expense here? You seem to ” 

“I mean what I said,” I replied, feeling that I had gone too far, 
“and I think we’d better talk of something more intelligent.” 

“You’re not by any chance anxious to show off your intelligence, 
arc you?” 

“I shouldn't worry about that, if 1 were you. It would be entirely 
out of place here.” 

“What are you talking about, my dear sir? You haven’t gone out 
of your mind at that /apartment of yours, have you?” 

“Enough, enough, gentlemen!” Zverkov cried in a commanding 
voice. 

“How damn silly!” Simonov muttered. 

“It is damn silly,” Trudolyubov said, addressing himself rudely 
to me alone. “Here we are, a few good friends, met to wish god- 
speed to a comrade, and you’re trying to settle old scores! It was 
you who invited yourself to join us yesterday, so why are you now 
upsetting the friendly atmosphere of this dinner?” 

“Enough, enough!” Zverkov cried again. “Drop it, gentlemen. 
This is hardly the time or place for a brawl. Let me rather tell you 
how I nearly got married the other day!” 

And off he went to tell some scandalous story of how he had nearly 
got married a few days before. There was, by the way, not a word 
about the marriage. The story was all about generals, colonels, and 
even court chamberlains, and Zverkov, of course, played the most 
important part among them. It was followed by a burst of appreciative 
laughter, Ferfichkin’s high-pitched laugh breaking into loud shrieks. 

None of them paid any attention to me, and 1 sat there feeling 
crushed and humiliated. 

“Good heavens, is this the sort of company for me?” 1 thought. 
“And what an ass I’ve made of myself in front of them! I let 
Ferfichkin go too far, though. The idiots think they do me an honour 
by letting me sit down at the same table with them. They don’t seem 
to realise that it is I who am doing them an honour, and not they me. 
‘You look so thin! Your clothes!’ Damn my trousers! I’m sure 
Zverkov noticed the stain on the knee the moment he came in. . . . 
But what the hell am I doing here? I’d better get up at once, this 
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minute, take my hat, and simply go without a word. . . . Show them 
how much 1 despise them! Don’t care a damn if I have to fight a duel 
tomorrow. The dirty rotters! Do they really think 1 care about the 
seven roubles? They might, though. ... To hell with it! I don’t care 
a damn about the seven roubles! I’ll go this minute! ” 

But, of course, 1 stayed. 

In my despair 1 drank glass after glass of sherry and Chateau 
Lafitte. As 1 was unused to drink, 1 got drunk very quickly, and the 
more drunk I got the hotter did my resentment grow. I suddenly felt 
lij^e insulting them in the most insolent way and then going. Wailing 
for the right moment, then showing them the kind of man 1 was, 
and in that way forcing them to admit that, though I might be 
absuid, 1 was clever and — and — oh, to hell with them! 

1 looked impudently at them with leaden eyes. But they seemed to 
have entirely forgotten me. They were noisy, clamorous, happy. 
Zverkov was talking all the time. I started listening. He was talking 
about soiiie ravishingly beautiful woman whom he had brought to 
the point of declan iig her love to him at last (he was of course lying 
like a trooper), and how an intimate friend of his. a prince of sorts, a 
hussar by the name of Kolya, who owned three thousand peasants, 
was particularly ^jlpiul to him in this affair. 

“And yet this friend of yours, the chap with the three thousand 
peasants, isn’t here, is he? To see you off. I mean," I broke into the 
conversation. 

For a minute there was dead silence. 

“I believe you’re quite light now.” TrudoIyubo\ at last con- 
descended to notice me, throwing a disdainful glance in my direction. 

Zverkov stared at me in silence, examining me as though I were an 
insect. Simonov quickly began pouring out the champagne. 

Trudolyubov raised his glass, all the others except myself follow- 
ing his example. 

"To your health and a pleasant journey!" he ened to Z\crko\. 
"To our past, gentlemen, and to our future! Hurrah!'* 

They drained their glasses and rushed to embrace Z\erko\. I did 
not stir; my full glass stood untouched before me. 

"Aren't you going lO drink?" roared Trudoiyiibox , losing 
patience and addressing me menacingly. 

"I want to make a speech too — cr— a special speech and — ai d 
then I'll drink, Mr. Trudolyubov.” 

“Unmannerly brute!” muttered Simonov. 
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1 drew myself up in my chair and took up my glass feverishly, 
preparing myself for something extraordinary, though I hardly 
knew myself what I was going to say. 

“Silence!” cried Ferfichkin. “Now we’re going to hear something 
really clever!” 

Zverkov waited gravely, realising what was in the wind. 

“Lieutenant Zverkov,” I began, “I’d like you to know that 1 hate 
empty phrases, phrasemongers, and tight waists. . . . That is the 
first point 1 should like to make. The second will follow presently.” 

They all stirred uneasily. 

“My second point: 1 hate smutty stories and the fellows who tell 
them. Especially the fellows who tell them. My third point : I love 
truth, frankness, and honesty,” I went on almost mechanically, for 
I was beginning to freeze with terror myself, quite at a loss how I 
came to talk like this. “I love thought, Mr. Zverkov. T love true 
comradeship where all are equal, and not — er — ^yes. I love — ^but what 
the hell! Why not? Til drink to your health too, Mr. Zverkov. 
Seduce the Caucasian maidens, shoot the enemies of our country 
and — ^and — ^to your health, Mr. Zverkov!” 

Zverkov got up from his seat, bowed, and said, “Very much 
obliged to you, I’m sure.” 

He was terribly offended and even turned pale. 

“Damn it all! ” Trudolyubov roared, striking the table with his fist. 

“Why, sir,” Ferfichkin squealed, “people get a punch on the nose 
for that!” 

“Let’s kick him out!” muttered Simonov. 

“Not another word, gentlemen, please! ” Zverkov cried solemnly, 
putting a stop to the general indignation. “I thank you all, but leave 
it to me to show him how much value I attach to his words.” 

“Mr. Ferfichkin,” I said in a loud voice, addressing myself 
importantly to Ferfichkin, “I expect you to give me full satisfaction 
tomorrow for your words just now!” 

“ You mean a duel, do you? With pleasure, sir! ” Ferfichkin replied, 
but I must have lo ked so ridiculous as I challenged him, and the whole 
thing, in fact, must have looked so incongruous in view of my small 
stature, that everyone, including Ferfichkin, roared with laughter. 

“Oh, leave him alone for goodness’ sake,” Trudolyubov said with 
disgust. “The fellow’s tight!” 

“I shall never forgive myself for having put his name down,” 
Simonov muttqred again. 
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“Now is the time to throw a bottle at them,” I thought, picked up 
the bottle and — poured myself out another glass. 

“ . . . No, I’d better see it through to the end! ” I went on thinking 
to myself. “You’d be pleased if I went away, gentlemen, wouldn’t 
you? But I shan’t go. Oh, no. Not for anything in the world. I’ll go 
on sitting here on purpose — and drinking — to the end just to show 
you that 1 don’t care a damn for you. I’ll go on sitting and drinking 
because this is nothing but a low-class pub and, besides, I paid for 
everything. I’ll sit and drink because 1 think you’re a lot of nobodies, 
a*, lot of miserable, paltry nobodies. I’ll sit and drink and — and 
sing, if I like. Yes, sing! For, damn it, I’ve a right to sing — er — yes.” 

But I did not sing. I just did my best not to look at them, assumed 
most independent attitudes, and waited patiently for them to speak 
to me first. But, alas, they did not speak to me. And how I longed — 
oh, how I longed at that moment to be reconciled to them! It 
struck eight then at last nine. They moved from the table to the 
sofa. Zveikov made himself comfortable on the sofa, placing one 
foot on a little round table. They took the wine with them. Zverkov 
did actually stand them three bottles of champagne. He did not of 
course invite me to join them. They all sat round him on the sofa, 
listening to him almost with reverence. It was clear that they were 
fond of him. “But why? Why?” I asked myself. From time to time 
they were overcome with dninken enthusiasm and kissed each 
other. They talked about the Caucasus, about the nature of real 
passion, about cards, about cushy jobs in the service; about the 
income of the hussar Podkharzhevsky, v^Imm none of them knew 
personally, and they were glad he had such a large income ; about 
the marvellous grace and beauty of princess D., whom none of them 
had ever seen, either ; and at last they finished up with the statement 
that Shakespeare was immortal. 

1 was smiling contemptuously, walking up and down at the other 
end of the room, directly opposite the sofa, along the wall, from the 
table to the stove, and back again. 1 did my best to show them that 1 
could do without them, at the same time deliberately stamping 
on the floor, raising myself up and down on my heels. But it was all 
in vain. They paid no attention to me. 1 had the patience to pace the 
room like that right in front of them from eight till eleven o'clock, 
always in the same place, from the table to the stove, and bark 
again. “Here 1 am, walking up and down, just as I please, and no 
one can stop me!” The waiter, who kept coming into the room, 
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Stopped and looked at me a few times. 1 was beginning to feel giddy 
from turning round so frequently, and there were moments when I 
thought I was delirious. Three times during those three hours I got 
wet through with perspiration and three times 1 got dry again. At 
times the thought would flash through my mind and stab my heart 
with fierce, intense pain that ten, twenty, forty years would pass and 
I would still remember after forty years with humiliation and dis- 
gust those beastly, ridiculous, and horrible moments of my life. 
It was quite impossible for anyone to abase himself more dis- 
gracefully and do it more willingly, and 1 realised it fully — fully — 
and yet I went on pacing the room from the table to the stove, and 
from the stove to the table. “Oh, if only you knew the thoughts and 
feelings Fm capable of and how intelligent I am!” I thought again 
and again, addressing myself mentally to the sofa on which my 
enemies were sitting. But my enemies behaved as though I were not in 
the room at all. Once, only once, they turned to me, just when Zverkov 
began talking about Shakespeare and I burst out laughing contempt- 
uously. I guffawed in so affected and disgusting a manner that they at 
once interrupted their conversation and watched me silently for a 
couple of minutes, with a grave air and without laughing, walking up 
and down along the wall from the table to the stove, taking no notice 
of them. But nothing came of it : they said nothing to me, and two 
minutes later stopped taking any notice of me again. It struck eleven. 

“Gentlemen,” Zverkov cried, getting up from the sofa, “now let's 
all go there!^* 

“Of course, of course,” the others said. 

I turned abruptly to Zverkov. I was so exhausted, so dead beat, 
that I would have gladly cut my own throat to pul an end to my 
misery. 1 was feverish. My hair, wet with perspiration, stuck to my 
forehead and temples. 

“Zverkov,” I said sharply and determinedly, “I'm sorry. Ferfich- 
kin and all of you, all of you, I hope you’ll forgive me — ^I’vc offended 
you all!” 

“Aha! Got frightened of the duel, have you?” Ferfichkin hissed 
venomously. 

I felt as though he had stabbed me to the heart. 

“ No, Ferfichkin, I’m not afraid of the duel. I’m ready to fight you 
tomorrow, if you like, but only after we’ve made it up. Yes, 1 even 
insist on it, and you can’t possibly refuse me. I want to show you 
that I’m not afraid of a duel. You can fire first, and I’ll fire in the air!” 
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“Pleased with himself, isn’t he?” Simonov remarked. 

“Talking through his hat, if you ask me,” Trudolyubov declared. 

“Get out of my way, sir, will you?” Zverkov said contemptu- 
ously. “Wliat are you standing in my way for? What do you want?” 

They were all red in the face ; their eyes were shining ; they had 
been drinking heavily. 

“I ask you for your friendship, Zverkov. I offended you, but ” 

“Offended me? You offended mel Don’t you realise, sir, that you 
couldn’t possibly offend me under any circumstances?” 

, “We’ve had enough of you,” Trudolyubov summed up the 
position. “Get out! Come on, let’s go!” 

“Olympia’s mine, gcnllcmcn! Agreed?” Zverkov exclaimed. 

“Agreed! Agreed!” they answered him, laughing. 

I stood there utterly humiliated. The whole party left the room 
noisily. Trudolyubov began singing some stupid song. Simonov 
stayed behind for a second to tip the waiters. 1 suddenly went up to 
him. 

“Simonov,” 1 said firmly and desperately, “let me have six 
roubles!” 

He gazed at me in utter amazement, with a sort of stupefied look 
in his eyes. He, too, was drunk. 

“ But you’re not coming there with us, are you?” 

“Yes, I am!” 

“I haven’t any money!” he snapped out with a contemptuous 
grin, and left the room. 

1 caught him by the overcoat. It was a nightmare. 

“Simonov, 1 saw you had money. Why do you refuse me? Am 
I a scoundrel? Be careful how you refuse me: if you knew, if you 
knew why I’m asking! Everything depends on it, my whole future, 
all my plans! ...” 

Simonov took out the money and almost flung it at me. 

“Take it if you're so utterly without shame!” he said, pitilessly, 
and rushed away to overtake them. 

For a moment 1 remained alone. The general disorder in the room, 
the remains of the dinner, the broken wine-glass on the floor, the 
cigarette-stubs, the fumej» of wine and the delirium in my head, the 
piercing anguish in my heart, and, finally, the waiter who had seen 
and heard everything and was now peering curiously into my eyis. 

There r I cried. “Either they’ll implore me for my friendship 
on their knees or — or I’ll slap Zverkov’s face!” 
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V 

“So this is it — ^this is it at last — a head-on clash with real life!” 1 
murmured, racing down the stairs. “This is quite a different pro- 
position from your Pope leaving Rome for Brazil! This isn’t your 
ball on Lake Como!” 

“You’re a swine,” the thought flashed through my mind, “if 
you laugh at this now! ” 

“I don’t care,” I cried in answer to myself. “Now everything is 
lost anyway!” 

There was not a trace of them to be seen in the street, but that did 
not worry me : I knew where they had gone. 

At the front steps of the hotel stood a solitary night-sledge with 
its driver in a rough, peasant coat, thickly covered with wet and, as 
it were, warm snow which was still falling. It was steamy and close. 
His little shaggy, piebald horse was also covered thickly with snow 
and was coughing — 1 remember it all very well. 1 rushed to the 
wooden sledge, raised a leg to get into it, and was suddenly so 
stunned by the memory of how Simonov had just given me the six 
roubles that I fell into the sledge like a sack. 

“Oh, 1 shall have to do a lot to get my own back,” 1 cried. “But 
I shall do it or perish on the spot tonight. Come on, driver, 
start!” 

We started. My thoughts were in a whirl. 

“They won’t go down on their knees to ask me to be their friend. 
That’s an illusion, a cheap, romantic, fantastic, horrible illusion — 
just another ball on Lake Como. And that's why I must slap 
Zverkov’s face! I simply must do it. Well, that's settled then. I'm 
flying now to slap his face! Hurry up, driver!” 

The driver lugged at the reins. 

“As soon as I go in I’ll slap his face. Ought I perhaps to say a few 
words before slapping his face by way of introduction? No. I’ll just 
go in and slap his face. They’ll be all sitting in the large room, and 
he’ll be on the sof* with Olympia. That blasted Olympia! She made 
fun of my face once and refused me. I shall drag Olympia by the 
hair and then drag Zverkov by the ears. No. Better by one ear. I 
shall take him all round the room by the ear. Quite likely they’ll all 
start beating me and will kick me out. That’s almost certain. But 
'never mind. I’d have slapped his face first all the same. My initiative. 
And by the rules of honour that’s everything. He would be branded 
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for life and he couldn’t wipe off the slap by any blows — ^no, by 
nothing but a duel. We will have to fight. Yes, let them beat me now. 
Let them, the ungrateful swine! I expect Trudolyubov will do most of 
the beating : he’s so strong. Ferfichkin will hang on to me from the 
side and quite certainly by the hair — ^yes, quite certainly by the hair. 
Well, let him. Let him. That’s the whole idea of my going there. The 
silly fools will be forced to realise at last that there’s something 
tragic here! When they’re dragging me to the door, I’ll shout to 
them that as a matter of fact they’re not worth my little finger. 
CJome on, driver, hurry up! ” I cried to the sledge-driver. 

He gave a start and whipped up his horse — I shouted so fiercely. 

“We shall fight at dawn, that’s settled. It’s all over with the 
department. Ferfichkin had said /epartment instead of ^/epartment 
at dinner. But where am 1 to get the pistols? Nonsense! I’ll ask for an 
advance of salary and buy them. But the powder, the bullets? That’s 
not my business. Let the second worry about that. But how can 1 
get it all upne by daybreak? And where am I to get a second? I 
have no friends. . . . Nonsense!” 1 cried, getting more and more 
carried away. “Nonsense! The first man I meet in the street is bound 
to be my second, as he would be bound to drag a drowning man out of 
the water. I must r.akt allowances for the most improbable incidents. 
Why, even if I were to ask the head of my department himself 
tomorrow morning to be my second, he too would have to agree, 
if only from a feeling of chivalry, and keep the secret into the bargain! 
Anton Antonovich ” 

The truth is that at that very moment the whole hideous absurdity of 
my plans became clearer and more obvious to me than to anyone else 
in the world. I saw clearly the other side of the medal, and yet 

“Faster, driver! Faster, you rascal! Faster!” 

“Lord, sir,” said the son of the soil. 

A cold shiver ran suddenly dowm my spine. 

“But wouldn’t it be better — wouldn’t it be a hundred times 
better to — to go straight home? Oh, dear God, why did 1 have to 
invite myself to this dinner yesterday? But no — that’s impossible! 
And what about my walking up and down the room from the table 
to the stove for three houia? No, they — they alone will have to make 
amends to me for that walk! They must wipe out that dishonour! 
Drive on! 

“. . . And what if they should hand me over to the police? They 
won’t daie! They’ll be afraid of a scandal! And what if Zverkov 
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contemptuously refused to fight a duel? That’s most likely, but if 
that happens I’ll show them— I’ll go to the posting station when he 
is leaving tomorrow, seize him by the leg, drag his overcoat off him 
when he gets into the carriage. I’ll hang on to his arm with my teeth. 
I’ll bite him. ‘See to what lengths a desperate man can be driven?’ 
Let him punch me on the head and the others on the back. I’ll shout 
to all the people around, ‘Look, here’s a young puppy who’s going 
off to the Caucasus to captivate the girls there with my spit on his face! ’ 

“Of course, after that everything will be over. The department will 
have vanished off the face of the earth. I shall be arrested. I shall be 
tried. I shall be dismissed from the Civil Service, thrown into 
prison, sent to Siberia, to one of the convict settlements there. 
Never mind. Fifteen years later, after they let me out of jail, I shall 
set out in search of him, in rags, a beggar, and at last I shall find him 
in some provincial city. He will be married and happy. He will have 
a grown-up daughter. I shall say, ‘Look, monster, look at my 
hollow cheeks and my rags! I’ve lost everything— my career, my 
happiness, art, science, the woman I loved, and all through you. 
Here are the pistols. I’ve come to discharge my pistol and— and [ 
forgive you!’ And then 1 shall fire into the air, and he w'on't hear 
of me again ’’ 

I almost broke into tears, though I knew very well at that moment 
that the whole thing was from Silvio and from Lermontov's 
Masquerade, And all of a sudden I felt terribly ashamed, so ashamed 
that I stopped the sledge, got out of it, and stood in the snow In the 
middle of the road. The driver sighed and looked at me in astonish- 
ment. 

“What am 1 to do? I can’t go there, for the whole thing is absurd. 
But I couldn’t leave things like that, cither, because if 1 did, it 

would Good Lord, how could I possibly leave it like that? And 

after such insults, too! No!’’ I cried, rushing back to the sledge. 
“It’s ordained! It’s fate! Drive on! Drive on, there!’’ 

And in my impatience I hit the driver in the back with my fist. 

“What’s the natter with you? What are you hitting me for?’’ the 
poor man shouted, but he whipped up the horse so that it began 
kicking. 

The wet snow was falling in large flakes. I unbuttoned my over- 
coat— I didn’t mind the snow. I forgot everything, for I had finally 
made up my mind to slap Zverkov in the face, and I couldn’t help 
feeling with horror that now it was going to happen for certain and 
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that nothing in the world could stop it. Solitary street-lamps flickered 
gloomily in the snowy haze like torches at a funeral. The snow was 
drifting under my overcoat, under my coat, and under my collar 
where it melted. I did not button myself up : all was lost, anyway! 

At last we arrived. I jumped out and, hardly knowing what I was 
doing, rushed up the steps and began banging at the door with my 
fists and feet. My legs, especially at the knees, felt terribly weak. The 
door was opened more quickly than I expected, as though they 
knew about my arrival. (Simonov, as a matter of fact, had warned 
them that someone else might arrive, and in this place it was 
necessary to give notice beforehand and, generally, to take pre- 
cautions. It was one of those “fashion shops'’ which were long ago 
closed by the police. In the daytime it really was a shop, but at 
night those who had an introduction could go there to be enter- 
tained. 1 walked rapidly through the dark shop into the familiar 
large room where there was only one candle burning and stopped 
dead, looking utterly bewildered : there was no one there. 

“But where arc they?” I asked someone. 

But, of course, they had already gone their separate ways. 

Before me was «:*ariding a person who looked at me with a stupid 
smirk on her face It was the proprietress herself who knew me 
slightly. A moment, later a door opened and another person came in. 

I walked up and down the room without paying any attention to 
them and, I believe, I was talking to myself. It was as though I had 
been saved from death, and I felt it joyfully with every fibre of my 
being. For I should most certainly have slapped his face — oh, most 
certainly! But they were not there and everything — everything had 
vanished, everything had changed! I looked round. 1 was still 
unable to think clearly. 1 looked up mechanically at the girl who had 
just entered : I caught sight of a fresh, young, somewhat pale face, 
with straight dark eyebrows, and with a serious, as it were, sur- 
prised look in her eyes. 1 liked th^’t at once. I should have hated her 
if she had been smiling. I began looking at her more intently and 
with a certain effort: I could not collect my thoughts even yet. 
There was something kind and good-humoured about her face, but 
also something strangely serious. I was sure that was to her dis- 
advantage here, and that not one of those fools had noticed her. 
However, you could hardly have called her a beauty, although she 
was tall, strong, and well-built. She was dressed very simply. Some- 
thing vile came over me : I went straight up to her. 
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I caught sight of myself accidentally in a mirror. My flustered 
face looked utterly revolting to me : pale, evil, mean, with dishevelled 
hair. “It’s all right, I’m glad of it,” I thought. “I’m glad that I’ll 
seem repulsive to her. I like that. . . .” 


VI 

Somewhere behind the partition, as though under some great 
pressure, as though someone were strangling it, the clock began 
wheezing. After the unnaturally protracted wheezing there came a 
thinnish, disagreeable, and, somehow, unexpectedly rapid chime, as 
though it had suddenly taken a leap forward. It struck two. I woke 
up, though I hadn’t been really asleep and had only lain in a state of 
semi-consciousness. 

The small, narrow, low-ceilinged room, filled with a huge ward- 
robe and cluttered up with cardboard boxes, clothes, and all sorts 
of rags, was almost completely dark. The guttered end of a candle 
which was burning on the table at the other end of the room was on 
the point of going out, and only from time to time did it flicker 
faintly. In a few moments the room would be plunged in darkness. 

It did not take me long to recover : everything came back to me in a 
flash, without the slightestefrort,asthoughithad only been waitingfor 
an opportunity to pounce upon me again. And even while 1 was fast 
asleep there always remained some sort of a point in my memory which 1 
never forgotandround which my drowsy dreams revolved wearily. But 
the strange thing was that everything that had happened to me during 
the previous day seemed to me now, on awaking, to have occurred a 
long, long time ago, as though I had long ago shaken it all off. 

My head was heavy. Something seemed to be hovering over me, 
provoking me, exciting and worrying me. Resentment and black 
despair were again surging up in me and seeking an outlet. Suddenly, 
close beside me, I saw two wide-open eyes observing me intently 
and curiously. The look in those eyes was coldly indifferent and 
sullen, as thougii it were utterly detached, and it made me feel 
terribly depressed. 

A peevish thought stirred in my mind and seemed to pass all over 
my body like some vile sensation, resembling the sensation you 
experience when you enter a damp and stale cellar. It seemed 
somehow unnatural that those two eyes should have been scrutin- 
ising me only now. I remembered, too, that for two whole hours I 
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had never said a word to this creature, and had not even thought it 
necessary to do So ; that, too, for some reason appealed to me. Now, 
however, I suddenly saw clearly how absurd and hideous like a 
spider was the idea of vice which, without love, grossly and shame- 
lessly begins where true love finds its consummation. We went on 
looking at each other like that for a long time, but she did not drop 
her eyes before mine, nor did she change her expression, so that in 
the end it made me for some reason feel creepy. 

“What’s your name?’’ I asked abruptly, to put an end to this 
^jinbearablc situation. 

“Lisa,” she replied, almost in a whisper, but somehow without 
attempting to be agreeable, and turned her eyes away. 

I said nothing for the next few moments. 

“The weather was beastly yesterday — snow — ^horrible!” I said, 
almost as though I were speaking to myself, putting my arm dis- 
consolatelv under my head and staring at the ceiling. 

She made no answer. The whole thing was hideous. 

“Were you born here?” I asked after a minute’s silence, almost 
angry with her, and turning my head slightly towards her. 

“No.” 

“Where do you come from?” 

“ Riga,” she replied reluctantly. 

“German?” 

“No, I’m a Russian.” 

“Have you been here long?” 

“Where?” 

“In this house.” 

“A fortnight.” 

She spoke more and more abruptly. The candle went out. I 
could no longer make out her face. 

“Have you any parents?” 

“No — yes — 1 have.” 

“Where are they?” 

“They are there — in Riga.” 

“Who are they?” 

“Oh 

“Oh? How do you mean? Who arc they? What are they?” 

“Tradespeople.” 

“Did you live with them all the time?” 

“Yes.” 
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“How old are you?” 

“Twenty.” 

“Why did you leave them?” 

, “Oh ” 

This “oh” meant leave me alone, Tm fed up. We were silent. 

Goodness only knows why I did not go away. T felt more and more 
cheerless and disconsolate myself. The events of the previous day 
passed disjointedly through my mind, as though of themselves and 
without any effort on my part. I suddenly remembered something 1 
had seen in the street that morning when, worried and apprehensive, 
I was hurrying to the office. 

“1 saw them carrying out a coffin yesterday and they nearly 
dropped it,” I suddenly said aloud, without wishing to start a con- 
versation and almost, as it were, by accident. 

“A coffin?” 

“Yes, in the Hay Market. They were carrying it out of a cellar.” 

“A cellar?” 

“Well, not exactly a cellar. A basement- you know — down there, 
below — from a disorderly house. There was such filth cvciy where — 
litter, bits of shell — an evil smell — oh, it was horrible.” 

Silence. 

“It was a rotten day for a funeral,” I began again, simply because 
I did not want to be silent. 

“Why rotten?” 

“Snow — slush ” 1 yawned. 

“What difference does it make?” she said suddenly after a 
moment’s silence. 

“ No, it was horrible — (1 yawned again) — I expect the grave-diggers 
must have been swearing at getting wet by the snow. And there 
must have been water in the grave.” 

“Why should there be water in the grave?” she asked with a 
strange sort of curiosity, but speaking even more abruptly and 
harshly than before. 

Something inside me suddenly began egging me on to cairy on 
with the conversation. 

“Of course there’s water there. About a foot of water at the 
bottom. You can’t dig a dry grave in Volkovo cemetery'.” 

“Oh? Why not?” 

“How do you mean? The whole place is a swamp. Marshy 
ground everywhere. Saw it for myself— many a time.” 
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(I had never seen it, nor have I ever been in Volkovo cemetery. 
All I knew about it was from what I had heard people say.) 

“Don’t you mind it at all — dying, I mean?” 

“But why should I die?” she replied, as though defending herself. 

“You will die one day, you know, and I expect you’ll die the same 
way as that girl whose coffin I saw yesterday morning. She too was 
a — a girl like you. Died of consumption.” 

“The slut would have died in the hospital too,” she said. 

(“She knows all about it,” I thought to myself, “and she said 
'^slut’ and not girl.”) 

“She owed money to the woman who employed her,” I replied, 
feeling more and more excited by the discussion. “ She worked for her 
to the very end, though she was in a consumption. The cabmen were 
talking about it with some soldiers in the street, and they told them 
that. They were laugliing. Piomised to have a few drinks to her 
memory n! \hc pub.” 

(Much of that w,ms pure invention on my part.) 

Silence. Profound silence. She did not even stir. 

“You don’t suppose it’s better to die in a hospital, do you?” 
she asked, adding a little later, irritably, “What difference does it 
make? And why on earth should I die?” 

“If not now, then later ” 

“Later? Oh, well ” 

“Don’t be so sure of yourself! Now you’re young, good-looking, 
fresh, and that's why they put such a high value on you. But after a 
year of this sort of life you’ll be different. \ ou'll lose your looks.” 

“After one year?” 

“Well, after one year your price will have dropped, anyway,” I 
went on maliciously. “You’ll find yourself in some lower establish- 
ment then. In another house. In another year— in a third house, 
lower and lower. And in about seven years you ll get to the cellar 
in the Hay Market. That wouldn’t be so terrible, but, you see, the 
trouble is that >ou may fall ill — a weakness in the chest — or catch a 
cold, or something. In this sort of life it’s not so easy to shake off 
an illness. Once you faH ill you’ll find it jolly difficult to get well 
again. And so you will die.” 

“All right, so I’ll die,” she replied, very spitefully, and made a 
quick movement. 

“But aren’t you sorry?” 

“Sorry? For what?” 
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“For your life.” 

Silence. 

“You’ve been engaged to be married, haven’t you?” 

“Why don’t you mind your own business?” 

“I’m sorry. I’m not trying to cross-examine you. What the hell 
do I care? Why are you so angry? I expect you must have all sorts 
of trouble. It’s not my business, of course. But I can’t help feeling 
sorry. That’s all.” 

“Sorry for whom?” 

“Sorry for you.” 

“Not worth it,” she whispered in a hardly audible voice and 
stirred again. 

That incensed me. Good Lord, I had been so gentle with her, and 
she 

“Well, what do you think about it? You think you’re on the right 
path, do you?” 

“I don’t think anything.” 

“That’s what’s wrong with you — ^you don’t think. Come, get back 
your senses while there's still time. You’re still young, you’re 
good-looking, you might fall in love, be married, be happy ” 

“Not all married women are happy, are they?” she snapped out, 
in her former h^irsh, quick, and abrupt manner. 

“Why, no. Not all, of course. But it’s much better than here, 
anyway. A hundred times better. For if you love, you can live even 
without happiness. Life is sweet even in sorrow. It’s good to be alive, 
however hard life is. But what have you got here? Nothing but 
foulness. Phew!” 

I turned away in disgust. I was no longer reasoning coldly. I was 
myself beginning to react emotionally to my words and getting worked 
up. I was already longing to expound my own favourite little 
notions which I had nursed so lovingly in my funk-hole. Suddenly 
something flared up in me, a sort of aim had appeared, 

“Don’t pay any attention to me,” I said. “I mean, that I am here. 
I’m not an example for you. I’m probably much worse than you. 
Anyway, I was drunk when I came here,” I hastened, however, to 
justify myself. “Besides, a man is no example for a woman. It’s 
different. Though I may be defiling and degrading myself, I’m not 
anyone’s slave : now I’m here, but I shall be gone soon and you won’t 
see me again. I can shake it all off and be a different man. But you — 
why, you’re a slave from the very start. Yes, a slave! You give away 
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everything. All your freedom. And even if one day you should 
want to break your chains, you won’t be able to: you’ll only get 
yourself more and more entangled in them. That’s the kind of damn- 
able chain it is! I know it. And I’m not mentioning anything else, 
for I don’t suppose you’ll understand it. Tell me one thing, though. 
Do you owe money to the woman who employs you? You do, 
don’t you? Ah, there you are!” I added, though she did not reply, 
but merely listened in silence, with all her being. “So that’s your 
chain. You’ll never be able to pay off your debt. They’ll see to that. 
*Why, it’s the same as selling your soul to the devil! And, besides, 
perhaps for all you know I’m every bit as wretched as you are and 
wallow in filth on purpose — because I, too, am sick at heart. People 
take to drink because they are unhappy, don’t they? Well, I, too, 
am here because I am unhappy. Now, tell me what is there so good 
about all this? Here you and I were making love to one another — 
a few hours ago— and we never said a word to each other all the 
time, and it was only afterw^ards that you began staring at me like 
a wild thing. And I at you. Is that how people love one another? 
Is that how one human being should make love to another? It’s dis- 
gusting that’s what it is!” 

“Yes!” she agreed with me, sharply and promptly. 

The promptness with which she had uttered that “yes” even 
surprised me. So the same thought must have occurred to her too 
when she was looking so intently at me. So she, too, was capable of 
the same thoughts, “Damn it, this is interesting — this means that 
wc are akin to one another,” I thought, almost rubbing my hands 
with glee. And how indeed should I not be able to cope with a young 
creature like that? 

What appealed to me most was the sporting side of it. 

She turned her head closer to me — so it seemed to me in the dark — 
propping herself up on her arm. Perhaps she was examining me. 1 
was so sorry 1 could not see her eyes. 1 heard her deep breathing. 

“Why did you come here?” 1 began, already with a certain note 
of authority in my voice. 

“Oh ” 

“But it’s nice to be living in your father's house, isn’t it? Warm, 
free — ^your own home.” 

“But what if it’s much worse than it is here?” 

“I must find the right tone,” the thought flashed through my mind. 
“1 shan’t get far by being sentimental with her, I’m afraid.” 
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However, it was only a momentary thought. She most certainly 
did interest me. Besides, I was feeling rather exhausted and irritable, 
and guile accommodates itself so easily to true feeling. 

“ I don’t doubt it for a moment,” I hastened to reply. ” Everything’s 
possible. You sec, I’m sure someone must have wronged you and 
it’s their fault rather than yours. Mind, t don't know anything of 
your story, but it’s quite clear to me that a girl like you wouldn’t 
have come here of her own inclination, would she?” 

“What kind of girl am I?” she murmured in a hardly audible 
whisper, but I heard it. 

Damn it all, 1 was flattering her! That was horrible. But perhaps 
it was not. Perhaps it was all right. . . . She was silent. 

“Look here, Lisa, I’ll tell you about myself. If I had had a home 
when I was a child, I should not be what I am now. 1 often think of 
it. For however bad life in a family can be, your father and your 
mother are not your enemies, are they? They are not strangers, are 
they? Though perhaps only once a year, they will still show their 
love for you. And however bad it may be, you know you are at home. 
But I grew up without a home. That’s why I suppose I am what I 
am — a man without feeling. . . .” 

Again I waited for some response. 

“I don’t suppose she understands what I am talking about, after 
all,” I thought. “Besides, it’s ridiculous — all this moralising!” 

“If I were a father and had a daughter of my own, I think I’d love 
my daughter more than my sons — I would indeed! ” I began indirectly 
as though I never intended to draw her out at all. I must confess, I 
blushed. 

“But why’s that?” she asked. 

Oh, so she was listening! 

“Just — ^well, I don’t really know, Lisa. You see, I once knew a 
father who was very strict, a very stern man he was, but he used to 
go down on his knees to his daughter, kiss her hands and feet, never 
grew tired of looking at her. Yes, indeed. She would spend the even- 
ing dancing at some party, and he’d stand for flve hours in the same 
place without taking his eyes off* her. He was quite mad about her. 

I can understand that. At night she’d get tired and fall asleep, 
and he’d go and kiss her in her sleep and make the sign of 
the cross over her. He would go about in a dirty old coal, he was a 
miser to everyone else, but on her he’d lavish everything he had. 
He’d buy her expensive presents and be overjoyed if she were pleased 
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with them. Fathers always love their daughters more than mothers 
do. Many a girl finds life at home very pleasant indeed. I don’t think 
I’d ever let my daughter marry!” 

“But why ever not?” she asked with a faint smile. 

“I’d be jealous. Indeed I would. I mean I’d hate the thought of 
her kissing someone else. Loving a stranger more than her father. 
Even the thought of it is painful to me. Of course, it’s all nonsense. 
Of course, every father would come to his senses in the end. But 
I’m afraid I’d worry myself to death before I’d let her marry. I’d 
certainly find fault with all the men who proposed to her. But in 
the end \ daresay I should let her marry the man she herself loved. 
For the man whom his daughter loves always seems to be the worst 
to the father. That’s how it is. There’s a lot of trouble in families 
because of that.” 

“Some parents arc glad to sell their daughters, let alone marry 
them honourably,” she said suddenly. 

Oh so that’s what it was! 

“That, Lisa, only happens m those infamous families where there 
is neither God nor love,” I interjected warmly. “For where there’s 
no love, there’s no decency, cither. It's true there arc such families, 
but I’m not speaking of them. You can't have known any kind- 
ness in your family, if you talk like that. Indeed, you must be 
very unlucky. Yes, I expect this sort of thing mostly happens because 
of poverty.” 

“But is it any better in rich families? Honest people live happily 
even if they arc poor.” 

“ Well, yes, I suppose so. And come to think of it, Lisa, a man only 
remembers his misfortunes. He never remembers his good fortune. 
If he took account of his good fortune as well, he’d have realised 
that there's a lot of that too for his share. But what if all goes well 
with the family? If with the blessing of God your husband is a good 
man, loves you, cherishes >ou, never leaves you for a momeni.’ 
Oh, such a family is happy, indeed! E\en if things don't turn oui so 
well sometimes, it is still all right. For where is there no sorrow? 
If you ever get married, you II find it out for yourself Then again if 
you take the first years of your marriage to a man you love — oh, 
what happiness, what happiness there is in it sometimes! Why, it’s a 
common enough experience. At first even your quarrels with yov^r 
husband end happily. There arc many women who the more they 
love their husbands, the more ready they are to quarrel with them. 
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I tell you I knew such a woman myself. 'You see,* she used to say, 
‘I love you very much, and it’s just because 1 love you so much that 
I’m tormenting you, and you ought to realise that!’ Do you know 
that one can torment a person just because one loves him? Women 
do it mostly. They say to themselves, ‘But 1 shall love him so dearly, 
I shall cherish him so much afterwards that it doesn’t matter if 1 
torment him a little now.’ And everyone in the house is happy looking 
at you, everything’s so nice, so jolly, so peaceful, and so honest. . . . 
Other women, of course, are jealous. If her husband happens to go 
off somewhere (I knew a woman who was like that), she won’t be 
happy till she runs out of the house at night and finds out on the 
quiet where he is, whether he is in that house or with that woman. 
That’s bad. That’s very bad. And she knows herself it is wrong. Her 
heart fails her and she suffers agonies, but, you see, she loves him : 
it’s all through love. And how nice it is to make it up after a quarrel, 
to admit that she was wrong, or to forgive him! And how happy they 
are suddenly. So happy that it seems as though they had met for the 
first time, as though they had only just got married, as though they 
had fallen in love for the first time. And no one, no one ought to 
know what passes between man and wife, if they love one another. 
And however much they quarrel, they ought not to call in their 
own mother to adjudicate between them, and to tell tales of one an- 
other. They are their own judges. Love is a mystery that God alone 
only comprehends and should be hidden from all eyes whatever 
happens. If that is done, it is more holy, and better. They are more 
likely to respect one another, and a lot depends on their respect for 
one another. And if once there has been love, if at first they rnSrried 
for love, there is no reason why their love should pass away. Surely, 
they can keep it! It hardly ever happens that it cannot be kept. Well, 
and if the husband is a good and honest man, why should love pass 
away? It is true they will not love one another as they did when they 
were married, but afterwards their love will be better still, for then 
they will be united in soul as well as in body, they will manage their 
affairs in commjn, there will be no secrets between them — the 
important thing is to love and have courage. In such circumstances 
even hard work is a joy; even if you have to go hungry sometimes 
for the sake of your children, it is a joy. For they will love you for it 
afterwards; for you arc merely laying up treasures for yourself: 
as the children grow up, you feel that you are an example for them, 
that you are their support, that even when you die your thoughts 
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and feelings will live with them, for they have received them from you, 
for they are like you in everything. It is therefore a duty, a great 
duty. Indeed, the father and the mother cannot help drawing closer 
together. People say children are a great trouble. But who says it? 
It is the greatest happiness people can have on earth! Are you fond 
of little children, Lisa? I am very fond of them. Just imagine a rosy 
little baby boy sucking at your breast — ^what husband’s heart is not 
touched at the sight of his wife nursing his child? Oh, such a plump 
and rosy baby! He sprawls, he snuggles up to you, his little hands 
ate so pink and chubby, his nails are so clean and tiny — so tiny that 
it makes you laugh to look at them, and his eyes gaze at you as if 
he understands everything. And while he sucks he pulls at your 
breast with his sweet little hand — plays. If his father comes near, 
he tears himself away from the breast, flings himself back, looks at 
his father and laughs as if goodness only knows how funny it is — 
and then he het^ins sucking greedily again. Or again, when his teeth 
are beginning to come through he will just bite his mother’s breast, 
looking slyly at her with his eyes — ‘See? I’m biting you!’ Isn’t every- 
thing here happiness when the three of them — husband, wife, and 
child — arc together? One can forgive a great deal for the sake of 
these moments. Yes, Lisa, one has to learn to live first before blaming 
others.” 

“It is with pictures, with pictures like these, that you will beguile 
her,” I thought to myself, though, goodness knows, I spoke with 
real feeling, and suddenly blushed. “And what if she should suddenly 
burst out laughing? What a priceless ass Vd look then! ” This thought 
made me furious. Towards the end of my speech I really grew excited, 
and now my vanity was somewhat hurt. 1 almost felt like nudging her. 

“What are you ’’ she began suddenly and stopped. 

But I understood everything : there was quite a different note in 
her trembling voice, something that wa . no longer harsh and crude 
and unyielding as a short while ago, but something soft and shy, so 
that I suddenly felt somehow ashamed of her myself. I felt guilty. 

“What?” 1 asked with curiosity. 

“Why, you ” 

“What?" 

“Why, you — ^you’re speaking as though you were reading from a 
book,” she said, and something that sounded like irony could 
suddenly be heard in her voice, 

I resented that remark very deeply. It was not what I was expecting. 
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1 did not realise that by her irony she was deliberately concealing 
her own feelings, that this was the usual last stratagem of people 
with pure and chaste hearts against those who impudently and 
unceremoniously attempt to pry into the inmost recesses of their 
minds, and that, out of pride, such people do not give in till the 
very last moment, that they are afraid to show their feelings before 
you. 1 should have guessed that from the timidity with which after 
several tries she approached her ironic remark, and from the shy 
way in which she made it at last. But I did not guess, and a feeling 
of vicious spite took possession of me. 

“You wait!” I thought. 


vn 

“Good Lord, Lisa, what sort of a book am 1 supposed to be read- 
ing from when I, who cannot possibly have any interest in what 
happens to you, feel so sick myself. But as a matter of fact Tm not 

indifferent, either. All that has now awakened in my heart 

Surely, surely, you yourself must be sick to death of being here. Or 
does habit really mean so much? Hang it all, habit can apparently 
make anything of a man! Do you really seriously believe that you 
will never grow old, that you will always be good-looking, and that 
they will keep you here for ever and ever? To say nothing of the 
vileness of your present way of life. However, let me tell you this 
about this business here, about your present way of life. Though 
you arc now young, attractive, pretty, sensitive, warm-hearted, 
I — well, you know, the moment I woke up a few minutes ago, 1 
couldn't help feeling disgusted at being with you here! It is only when 
you’re drunk that you come to a place like this. But if you were 
anywhere else, if you lived as all good, decent people live, I should 
not only have taken a fancy to you, but fallen head over cars in 
love with you. I’d have been glad if you’d only looked at me, lei 
alone spoken to me. I’d have hung round your door. I’d have gone 
down on my knees before you. I’d have been happy if you'd have 
consented to marry me, and deemed it an honour, too. I shouldn’t 
have dared to harbour a single indecent thought about you. But here 
I know that I have only to whistle and, whether you like it or not, 
you’ll have to come with me, and that it is not I who have to consult 
your wishes, but you mine. Even if the meanest peasant hires himself 
out as a labourer, he does not make a slave of himself entirely, and, 
besides, he knows that after a certain time he will be his own master 
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again. But when can you say as much for yourself? Just think what 
you are giving up here. What is it you’re enslaving? Why, it is your 
soul, your soul over which you have no power, together with your 
body! You’re giving your love to every drunkard to mock at! Love? 
Why, that’s everything, that’s a precious jewel, a girl’s dearest 
treasure — that’s what love is! To win this love, a man would be 
ready to give his soul, to face death itself! And how much is your 
love worth now? You can be all bought, all of you! And why should 
anyone try to win your love when he can get everything without 
Igve? Why, there is no greater insult for a girl than that. Don’t you 
see it? I am told that to please you, poor fools, they let you have 
lovers here. But good Lord, what is it but just insulting you? What 
is it but sheer deceit? Why, they arc just laughing at you, and you 
believe them! Or do you really believe that lover of yours loves you? 
1 don’t believe it. How can he love you when he knows that you can 
be called away from him any moment? He’d be nothing but a pimp 
after thaJ And could such a man have an atom of respect for you? 
What have you in common with him? He’s just laughing at you, and 
robbing you into the bargain — that’s what his love amounts to! 
You’re lucky if he doesn’t beat you. Perhaps he does, too. Ask him, 
if you have such a lover, whether he will marry you. Why, he’ll 
laugh in your face, if, that is, he doesn’t spit in it or give you a beating, 
and he himself is probably not worth twopence. And why have you 
ruined your life here? For what? For the coffee they give you to drink? 
For the good meals? Have you ever thought why they feed you so 
well here? Another woman, an honest woman, could not swallow 
such food, for she would know why she was being fed so well. You are 
in debt here — well, take my word for it, you’ll never be able to repay 
your debt, you’ll remain in debt to the very end, till the visitors here 
begin to scorn you. And all that will be much sooner than you think. 
You need not count on your good looks. They don't last very long 
here, you know. And then you'll be kicked out. And that’s not all 
by any means: long before you’re kicked out they’ll start finding 
fault with you, reproaching you, reviling you, as though you had not 
sacrificed your health for them, ruined your youth and your soul for 
them, without getting anything in return, but as though you had 
ruined them, robbed them, beggared them. And don’t expect any 
of the other girls to take your part : they, those friends of youi 
will turn against you, too, for the sake of currying favour with your 
employer, for you arc all slaves here, you’ve all lost all conscience 
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and pity long ago. They have sunk too low, and there's nothing in 
the world filthier, more odious, and more insulting than their abuse. 
And you'll leave everything here, everything you possess, without 
any hope of ever getting it back— your health, your beauty, and your 
hopes, and at twenty-two you’ll look like a woman of thirty-five, and 
you'll be lucky if you’re not ill — ^pray God for that. I shouldn’t be 
at aU surprised if you were not thinking now that you’re having a 
lovely time— no work, just a life of pleasure! But let me tell you that 
there is no work in the world harder or more oppressive — and there 
never has been. It is a wonder you haven’t long ago cried your heart 
out. And when they turn you out you won’t dare to say a word, not 
even as much as a syllable, and you’ll go away as though it is you 
who were to blame. You’ll pass on to another place, then to a third, 
then again to some other place, till at last you’ll find yourself in the 
Hay Market. And there they’ll start beating you as a matter of course. 
It’s a lovely custom they have there. A visitor there docs not know 
how to be kind without first giving you a good thrashing. You don’t 
believe it’s so horrible there? Well, go and have a look for yourself 
some time and you’ll perhaps see with your own eyes. Once, on New 
Year’s Eve, I saw a girl there. She had been turned out by her friends 
as a joke, to cool off a little in the frost, because she had been howling 
too much, and they locked the door behind her. At nine o’clock in 
the morning she was already dead drunk, dishevelled, half naked, 
beaten black and blue. Her face was made up, but she had two black 
eyes; she was bleeding from the nose and mouth; she sat down on 
the stone steps, holding some salt fish in her hands ; she was shrieking 
at the top of her voice bewailing her ‘bad luck,’ and striking the 
salt fish against the steps, while a crowd of cabmen and drunken 
soldiers were standing round and making fun of her. You don’t 
believe that you, too, will be like her one day? Well, 1 shouldn’t like 
to believe it, either, but how do you know? Perhaps ten or eight years 
ago the same girl, the girl with the salt fish, arrived here as fresh as a 
child, innocent and pure, knowing no evil and blushing at every word. 
Perhaps she was Lke you, proud, quick to take offence, quite unlike 
the others, looking like a queen, and quite certain that she would 
make the man who fell in love with her and whom she loved the 
happiest man in the world. But you see how it all ended, don’t you? 
And what if at the very moment when she was striking the grimy 
steps with that fish, dirty and dishevelled, what if at that moment 
she recalled alUhe innocent years she had once spent at her father’s 
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house, when she used to go to school and the son of their neighbours 
waited for her on the way and assured her that he would love her 
as long as he lived, that he would devote his whole future to her, and 
when they vowed to love one another for ever and be married as 
soon as they grew up? No, Lisa, you’d be lucky, you’d be very lucky, 
if you were to die soon, very soon, of consumption, in some comer, 
in some cellar like that woman I told you of. In a hospital, you say? 
You’ll be fortunate if they take you to a hospital, for, you see, you 
may still be wanted by your employer. Consumption is a queer sort 
of«jllness. It is not like a fever. A consumptive goes on hoping to 
the last minute. To the very last he goes on saying that there is 
nothing the matter with him, that he is not ill — deceiving himself. 
And your employers arc only too pleased. Don’t worry, it is so. I 
assure you. You’ve sold your soul and you owe money into the bar- 
gain, so you daren’t say a woid. But when you are dying, all will 
abandon you. all will turn away from you, for what more can they 
get out of you? If anything, they’ll reproach you for taking up room 
without paying for it, for not dying quickly enough. You beg 
and beg for a drink of water, and when at last they bring it to 
you they'll abuse you at the same time. ‘ When are you going to die, 
you dirty baggage., you? You don’t let us sleep, moaning all the 
time, and the visitors don’t like it.’ That's tmc. I’ve heard such 
things said myself. And when you are really dying, they’ll drag you to 
the most foul-smelling corner of the cellar, in the damp and the 
darkness, and what will your thoughts be as you are lying by your- 
self? When you die, strangers will lay you out, hurriedly, impatiently, 
grumbling. No one will bless you. No one will sigh for you. Get you 
quickly out of the way — that’s all they’ll be concerned about. They'll 
buy a cheap coffin, take you to the cemetery as they took that poor 
girl yesterday, and then go to a pub to talk about you. Your grave will 
be full of slush and dirt and wet snow- they won’t put themselves 
out for you — not they! ‘Let her down, boy! Lord, just her “bad 
luck,” I suppose. Gone with her legs up here too, the slut! Shorten 
the ropes, you young rascal!’ ‘It’s all right!' ‘All right, is if? Can't 
you sec she's lying on her side? She’s been a human being herself 
once, ain't she? Oh, all right, fill it up!’ And they won’t be wasting 
much time in abusing each other over you, either. They will fill in 
your grave with wet blue clay and go off to a pub. . . . That will bv- 
the end of your memory on earth. Other women have children to 
visit their graves, fathers, husbands, but there will be neither tears, 
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nor sighs, nor any remennibrancc for you. No one, no one in the world 
will ever come to you. Your name will vanish from the face of the 
earth as though you had never been bom! Dirt and mud, dirt and 
mud, though you knock at your coffin lid at night when the dead 
arise as hard as you please, crying, ‘Let me live in the world, good 
people! I lived, but I knew no real life. 1 spent my life as a doormat 
for people to wipe their dirty boots on. My life has been drunk away 
at a pub in the Hay Market. Lei me live in the world again, good 
people!’” 

I worked myself up into so pathetic a state that I felt a lump rising 
to my throat and — all of a sudden I stopped, raised myself in dismay, 
and, bending over apprehensively, began to listen with a violently 
beating heart. I had good reason to feel embarrassed. 

1 had felt for a long while that T had cut her to the quick and wrung 
her heart, and the more I became convinced of it, the more eager 1 
was to finish what 1 had set out to do as expeditiously and as 
thoroughly as possible. It was the sport of it, the sport of it, that 
carried me away. However, it was not only the sport of it. 

I knew I was speaking in a stiff, affected, even bookish manner, 
but as a matter of fact 1 could not speak except “as though 1 was 
reading from a book.” But that did not worry me, for 1 knew, I had 
a feeling that 1 would be understood, that this very bookishness 
would assist rather than hinder matters. But now that 1 had suc- 
ceeded in making an impression, I got frightened. No, never, 
never had I witnessed such despair! She lay prone on the bed, with her 
face buried in the pillow, which she clasped tightly with both her 
hands. Her bosom was heaving spasmodically. Her young body was 
writhing as though in convulsions. The sobs which she tried to 
suppress seemed to deprive her of breath and rend her bosom, and 
suddenly they broke out into loud moans and cries. It was then that 
she clung more tightly to the pillow. She did not want anyone here, 
not a soul, to know of her agonies and tears. She bit the pillow, she 
bit her arm till it bled (1 saw it afterwards), or clutching at her 
dishevelled hair with her fingers, went rigid with that superhuman 
effort, holding her breath and clenching her teeth. I began saying 
something to her, asking her to calm herself, but I felt that I dared not 
go on, and all at once, shivering as though in a fever and almost in 
terror, I began groping for my clothes, intending to dress myself 
quickly and go. It was dark. However much I tried, I could not 
finish dressing quickly. Suddenly my hand touched a box of matches 
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and a candle-stick with a new unused candle. The moment the candle 
lit up the room, Lisa jumped up, sat up on the bed, and with a 
strangely contorted face and a half-crazy smile looked at me with an 
almost vacant expression. I sat down beside her and took her hands. 
She recollected herself, flung herself at me as though wishing to 
embrace me, but did not dare and slowly bowed her head before me. 

“Lisa, my dear. I’m sorry, 1 — ^1 shouldn’t have ’’ I began, 

but she squeezed my hands in her fingers with such force that I realised 
that 1 was saying the wrong thing and stopped. 

^Here’s my address, Lisa. Come and see me.” 

“ 1 will,” she whispered firmly, but still not daring to raise her head. 

“I’m going now. Goodbye. You will come, won’t you?” 

1 got up. She too got up, and suddenly blushed crimson, gave a 
shudder, seized a shawl from a chair, threw it over her shoulders 
and muffled herself up to the chin. Having done that, she again 
smiled a rather sickly smile, blushed and looked at me strangely. 1 was 
deeply sorry for her. T was longing to go, to sink through the floor. 

“Wait a minute,” she said suddenly in the entrance hall, at the 
very door, and stopped me by catching hold of my overcoat. 

She quickly put down the candle and ran off. She must have re- 
membered something or wanted to show me something. As she was 
running away, she again blushed all over, her eyes were shining, a 
smile flitted ovci her lips — what could it mean? I waited against my 
will. She came back in a minute and looked at me as though asking 
forgiveness for something. It was altogether a different face, altogether 
a different look from a few hours ago — sullen, mistrustful, and 
obstinate. Now her eyes were soft and beseeching, and at the same 
time trustful, tender, and shy. So do children look at people they are 
very fond of and from whom they expect some favour. She had 
light-brown eyes, beautiful and full of life, eyes which could express 
love as well as sullen hatred. 

Without a word of explanation, as though T, like a sort of higher 
being, ought to know everything without explanations, she held out 
a piece of paper to me. At that moment her whole face was radiant 
with the most naive, most child-like, triumph. I unfolded it. It was a 
letter to her from some medical student or someone of the sort — a 
highly flamboyant and flowery, but also extremely respectful declara- 
tion of love. I cannot recall its exact words now, but 1 remember 
very well that through that grandiloquent style there peered a 
genuine feeling which cannot be faked. When I had finished reading 
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the letter, I met her fervent, curious, and childishly impatient gaze 
fixed on me. Her eyes were glued to my face, and she was waiting 
with impatience to hear what I had to say. In a few words, hurriedly, 
but, somehow, joyfully and as though proudly, she explained to me 
that she had been to a dance in a private house, a family of “very, 
very nice people, who knew nothing, nothing at all,” for she had only 
been here a short time and she did not really intend to stay — ^no, 
she had made up her mind not to stay, and she was indeed quite 
certainly going to leave as soon as she paid her debt. . . . Well, 
anyway, at that party she had met a student who had danced the 
whole evening with her. He had talked to her, and it appeared that 
he had known her as a child in Riga when they used to play together, 
but that was a long time ago. And he knew her parents too, but he 
knew nothing, nothing whatever about this, and he had not the 
slightest suspicion even! And the day after the dance (three days 
ago) he had sent her that letter through a girl friend of hers with 
whom she had gone to the dance and — and— “well, that is all.” 

She lowered her shining eyes somewhat shyly as she finished 
telling me her story. 

Poor child, she was keeping the letter of that student as a trcasui c 
and ran to fetch that one treasure of hers not wishing that 1 should 
go away without knowing that she, too, was loved sincerely and 
honestly, that people addressed her, too, with respect. That letter, I 
knew, would most certainly remain in her box without leading to 
anything. But that did not matter. I was sure she would keep it all 
her life, guarding it as a priceless treasure, as her pride and justifica- 
tion, and now at such a moment she had remembered it and brought 
it to boast about naively to me, to vindicate herself in my eyes, so 
that I should see it and commend her for il. I said nothing, pressed 
her hand, and went out. I longed to get away 

I walked home all the way, though the wet snow kept falling all 
the time in large flakes. I felt dead tired, depressed, bewildered. But 
the truth was already blazing through my bewilderment. The dis- 
gusting truth! 


vni 

However, it took me some time before 1 acknowledged that 
truth to myself. Waking up next morning after a few hours of heavy, 
leaden sleep and immediately remembering all that had occurred the 
previous day, 1 was utterly amazed at my sentimentality with Lisa 

188 



MEMOIRS FROM A DARK CELLAR 

the night before, and all those horrors and commiserations of last 
night.” 

“I must have been suffering from an attack of nerves just like 
a silly old woman,” I decided. “Lord, what a fool 1 was! And why 
did I give her my address? What if she should come? However, what 
does it matter if she docs come? Let her come, I don’t mind. . . .” 

But obviously that was not the chief and most important thing. 
What 1 had to do now, and that quickly too, was to save my reputa- 
tion in the eyes of Zverkov and Simonov. That was the chief thing. 
And so preoccupied was I with the other affair that I forgot all about 
Lisa that morning. 

First of all I had immediately to return the money 1 had borrowed 
from Simonov the day before. I decided on a desperate step: to 
borrow fifteen roubles from Anton Antonovich. As it happened, he 
was in an excellent mood that morning and lent me the money as 
soon as I asked him for it. That made me feel so happy that, as I 
signed the promissory note, I told him casually with a sort of devil- 
may-care air that “we had a very gay party last night at the Hotel 
dc Pans ; seeing oft' a friend, I suppose 1 might almost say a friend 
of my childhood. An awful rake, you know, terribly spoilt and, 
w'ell, of course, of a good family, a man of considerable means, a 
brilliant career, n> itty, charming, has affairs with society women, you 

understand. Drank an additional ‘half-dozen’ and And it went 

off all right” I said it all very glibly, confidently, and complacently. 

As soon as I got home I wrote to Simonov. 

To this day, as I recall that letter of mine to Simonov, 1 am lost 
in admiration at the gentlemanly, good-humoured, frank tone of it. 
Very dexterously, with perfect grace, and, above all, without any 
superfluous words, 1 candidly acknowledged myself to have been 
completely in the wrong. My only excuse, “if there can possibly be 
an excuse for the way 1 behaved,” was that, being utterly un- 
accustomed to drink, I got drunk after the first glass which (I lied) 1 
had drunk before they arrived, while I was waiting for them at the 
Hotel de Paris between five and six o’clock. 1 apologised principally 
to Simonov, and I asked him to convey my explanations to all the 
others, especially to Zverkov, whom “1 remember as though in a 
dream” I seem to have insulted. I added that I would have apologised 
personally to every one of them myself, but 1 had a terrible headache 
and — to be quite frank — was too ashamed to face them. I was par- 
ticularly pleased with the “certain lightness,” almost off-handedness 
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(by no means discourteous, by the way) which was so unexpectedly 
reflected in my style and gave them to understand at once better than 
any arguments that I took a very detached view of ""ail that ghastly 
business of last night” ; that 1 was not at all so crushed as you, gentle- 
men, probably imagine, but on the contrary look upon it just as any 
self-respecting gentleman ought to look on it. “A young man,” as it 
were, “can hardly be blamed for every indiscretion he commits.” 

“Damned if there isn’t a certain marquis-like playfulness about 
it!” I thought admiringly as I read over my letter. “And it’s all 
because I’m such a well-educated person! Others in my place 
wouldn’t have known how to extricate themselves, but I’ve wriggled 
out of it and I’m as bright and merry as ever, and all because 1 am 
‘an educated man, a modern intellectual.’” 

And really the whole ghastly business had most probably been 
due to the wine. Well, perhaps not to the wine. As a matter of fact, I 
didn’t have any drinks between five and six when I was waiting for 
them. I had lied to Simonov. T had told him the most shameless lie, 
but I’m not in the least sorry for it even now. . . . 

Anyway, to hell with it! The main thing is that J’ve got out of it. 

I put six roubles in the letter, sealed it, and asked Apollon to take 
it to Simonov. When he learnt that there was money in the letter, 
Apollon became more respectful and agreed to take it to Simonov. 
Towards evening I went out for a walk. My head was still aching 
from the night before and 1 was feeling sick. But the further the 
evening wore on and the darker it grew, the more my impressions 
and — after .them — my thoughts changed and grew confused. 
Inside me, deep down in my heart and conscience, something kept 
stirring, would not die, and manifested itself in a feeling of poignant 
anguish. Mostly 1 walked aimlessly along the most crowded business 
streets, along Meshchanskaya, Sadovaya, and Yussupov Park. I 
always particularly liked taking a stroll along these streets at dusk, 
just when crowds of workers and tradespeople with cross and 
worried faces were going home from their daily work. What 1 liked 
about it was just that common bustle, the every-day, prosaic 
nature of it all. That evening all that rush and bustle in the streets 
irritated me more than ever. I could not cope with my own feelings. 
I could not find an explanation for them. Something was rising up, 
rising up incessantly in my soul, painfully, something that wouldn’t 
quieten down. I returned home feeling greatly upset. It was as though 
1 had a crime on my conscience. 
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The thought that Lisa might come worried me constantly. I 
found it very strange that of all the memories of the day before, the 
memory of her seemed to torment me in particular, and, as it were, 
apart from the rest. Everything else 1 had been successful in dis- 
missing from my mind completely by the evening ; I just dismissed it 
all and was still perfectly satisfied with my letter to Simonov. But 
so far as Lisa was concerned, F somehow did not feel satisfied. As 
if it were the thought of Lisa alone that made me so unhappy. 
“What if she comes?” 1 kept thinking all the time. “Well, what if 
she docs? l^t her. H’m . . . For one thing, T don’t want her to see 
tow I live. Last night I seemed — cr — a hero to her and — er — now — 
h’m! It is certainly a nuisance that I let myself go to pieces like that. 
Everything in my room is so poor and shabby. And how could 1 
have gone out to dinner in such clothes last night! And that American 
cloth sofa of mine with the stuffing sticking out of it! And my 
dressing gown in which 1 can’t even wrap myself decently! Rags and 
tatters. . . And she will sec it all, and she will see Apollon, too. The 
swine will probably insult her. He’ll be rude to her just to be rude to 
me. And 1, of course, will get into a funk as usual, start striking 
attitudes before her, drape myself in the skirts of my dressing gown, 
start smiling, start telling lies. Ugh! Sickening! And it isn’t this that’s 
really so sickening. There’s something more important, more 
horrible, more contemptible! Yes, more contemptible! And again 
to assume that dishonest, lying mask — again, again!” 

Having come thus far in my thoughts, 1 couldn’t help flaring up. 

“Why dishonest? In what way is it dishonest? I was speaking 
sincerely last night. I remember there was some genuine feeling in 
me, too. I wanted to awaken honourable feelings in her. ... If she 
cried a little, it was all to the good. It’s sure to have a highly bene- 
ficent effect on her ” 

All that evening, even when I had returned home, even after nine 
o'clock when 1 knew that Lisa could not possibly come, 1 still could 
not get her out of my mind, and, above all. I remembered her in one 
and the same position. Yes, one moment of that night’s incident 
seemed to stand out in my memory w'ith particular clarity, namely, 
when I struck a match nnd saw her pale, contorted face and that 
tortured look in her eyes. What a pitiful, what an unnatural, what a 
twisted smile she had at that moment! But 1 did not know then that 
fifteen years later 1 should still see Lisa in my mind’s eye with the same 
pitiful, inappropriate smile which was on her face at that moment. 
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Next day 1 was once more quite ready to dismiss it all as non- 
sense, as a result of overstrained nerves, and, above all, as — an 
exaggeration. I was always aware of that weakness of mine, and 
sometimes I was very much afraid of it: “I always exaggerate — 
that’s my trouble,” I used to remind myself almost every hour. 
But still — “still, Lisa will probably show up all the same,” that was 
the constant refrain of my thoughts at the time. I was so worried 
about it that I sometimes flew into a blind rage: “She’ll come! 
She’s quite certain to come!” T stormed, pacing my room. “If no 
today, then tomorrow, but come she will! She’ll seek me out! Foi 
such is the damned romanticism of all those pure heart s\ Oh, the 
loathsomeness, oh, the stupidity, oh, the insensibility of the<^3 
blasted ‘sentimental souls! ’ How could she fail to understand? Why, 
anyone would have seen through it!” 

But here 1 would stop, overcome with embarrassment. 

And how few, how few words were necessary, 1 thought in passing, 
how few idyllic descriptions were necessary (and those, too, affected, 
bookish, insincere) to shape a whole human life at once according 
to my will! There’s innocence for you! Virgin soil! 

Sometimes I wondered whether I ought not to go and see her, 
“tell her everything,” and ask her not to come to me. But there, at 
that thought. I’d fly into such a rage that it seemed to me that 1 
should have crushed that “damned” Lisa if she had happened to be 
near me at the time. 1 should have humiliated her. I should have 
heaped mortal insults upon her, driven her out, beaten her! 

However,, one day passed, and another, and a third, and she did 
not come, and 1 was beginning to feel easier in my mind. I felt 
particularly cheerful and let my fancy run riot after nine o’clock, and 
at times I even began indulging in rather sweet daydreams. For 
instance, “I’m saving Lisa just because she’s coming regularly to 
see me and I’m talking to her. ... I’m educating her, enlarging her 
mind. At last I notice that she is in love with me. I pretend not to 
understand (I don’t know why I am pretending, though, just for the 
sheer beauty of it, I suppose). In the end, all embarrassed, beautiful, 
trembling and sobbing, she flings herself at my feet and says that I 
have saved her and that she loves me more than anything in the 
world. I look surprised, but — ^‘Lisa,’ I say, ‘surely you don’t imagine 
I haven’t noticed that you love me, do you? I saw everything, I 
guessed everything, but I did not dare lay claim to your heart first 
because I knew you were under my influence and was afraid that, out 
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of gratitude, you would deliberately force yourself to respond to my 
love, that you would rouse a feeling in your heart which perhaps did 
not really exist, and I did not want this because it — ^it would be 
sheer despotism on my part — it would have been indelicate. . . . 
(Well, in short, here I got myself entangled in a sort of European, 
George-Sandian, inexpressibly noble subtleties.) But now, now 
you’re mine, you are my creation, you are pure and beautiful, you 
are — ^my beautiful wife!” 

And my house, fearlessly and freely. 

As mistress you can enter now! 

And then we live happily ever after, go abroad, etc., etc. In short, 
^ got so thoroughly fed up with myself in the end that I finished up 
by sticking out my tongue at myself. 

“Besides, they won’t let her go, the ‘tart!’” I thought to myself. 
“I don’t think they are allowed to go out very much, and certainly 
not in the evening (for some reason I took it into my head that she 
would come in the evening and exactly at seven o’clock). However, 
she told me herself that she was not entirely at their beck and call and 
that she was given special privileges, and that means — ^h’m! Damn 
it, she will come! She will most certainly turn up! ” 

Fortunately, Apollon took my mind off Lisa by his churlish 
behaviour. I lost my patience with him completely! He was the bane of 
iiiy life, the punishment Providence had imposed upon me. For years 
on end we had been continually squabbling, and I hated him. Lord, 
how 1 hated him! I don’t think I ever hated anyone as much as him, 
particularly at certain times. He was an elderly, pompous man, who 
did some tailoring in his spare time. For some unknown reason he 
despised me beyond measure, and looked down upon me in a way 
that was simply maddening. He looked down upon everyone, as a 
matter of fact. Take one look at that fair, smoothly brushed head, 
at the tuft of hair which he fluffed out over his forehead and smeared 
with lenten oil, at that gravely pursed mouth, always compressed 
into the shape of the letter V — and you felt that you were in the 
presence of a creature who was never in doubt. He was pedantic to a 
degree, the greatest pedant, in fact, I ever met in my life, and, in 
addition, possessed of a vanity that was worthy only of Alexander 
the Great. He was in love with every button on his coat, with every 
hair on his head. Yes, in love, most decidedly in love with them! 
And he looked it. His attitude towards me was utterly despotic. He 
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hardly ever spoke to me, and if occasionally he did deign to look at 
me, his look was so hard, so majestically self-confident, and invari- 
ably so contemptuous, that it alone was sometimes sufficient to 
drive me into a fury. He carried out his duties with an air of confer- 
ring the greatest favour upon me. As a matter of fact, he hardly ever 
did anything for me, and he did not even consider himself bound to 
do anything for me. There could be no doubt whatever that he 
looked upon me as the greatest fool on earth, and if he graciously 
permitted me “to live with him,” it was only because he could get 
his wages from me every month. He did not mind “doing nothing” 
for me for seven roubles a month. I’m certain many of my sins will 
be forgiven me for what I suffered from him. At times I hated him 
so bitterly that I was almost thrown into a fit when I heard him 
walking about. But what 1 loathed most of all was his lisp. His 
tongue must have been a little too long, or something of the sort, 
and because of that he always lisped and minced his words, and, 1 
believe, he was terribly proud of it, imagining that it added to his 
dignity. He spoke in a slow, measured voice, with his hands behind 
his back and his eyes fixed on the ground. He infuriated me parti- 
cularly when he began reading the psalter in his room behind the 
partition. 1 have fought many battles over that reading. But he was 
terribly fond of reading aloud of an evening, in a slow, even, sing- 
song voice, as though he were chanting psalms for the dead. It is 
interesting that he is doing just that at present : he hires himself out 
to read psalms over the dead and exterminates rats and manufactures 
a boot polish as well. But at that time 1 could not get rid of 
him, as though he formed one chemical substance with me. 
Besides, he would never have consented to leave me for anything in 
the world. 1 could not afford to live in furnished rooms. I lived in an 
unfurnished self-contained flat — ^it was my shell, the case into which 
1 hid from humanity, and for some confounded reason Apollon 
seemed to be an integral part of my fiat, and for seven years 1 could 
not get rid of him. 

To be behind with his wages even for two or three days, for in- 
stance, was qutie out of the question. He’d have made such a fuss 
that 1 shouldn’t have known how to keep out of his way. But at that 
time I was feeling so exasperated with everyone that for a reason 
1 did not myself clearly understand 1 made up my mind to punish 
Apollon by withholding his wages for a whole fortnight. I had been 
intending to do it for a long time, for the last two years, just to 
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show him that he had no business to treat me with such insolence 
and that if I liked I could always refuse to pay him his wages. 1 
decided to say nothing to him about it and to ignore the whole thing 
deliberately so as to crush his pride and force him to speak about 
his wages first. Then I would take the seven roubles out of the drawer, 
show him that I had the money, that I had purposely put it aside, 
and say that “1 won’t, I won’t, I simply won’t give you your wages! 

I won’t just because I don't want to,' because I was the master in 
this house, because he had been disrespectful, because he had been 
rude; but if he were to ask me nicely, I might relent and give it to 
^im ; otherwise he would have to wait a fortnight, or three weeks, or 
maybe a month even. . . . 

But furious though I was with him, he got the better of me in the 
end. I could not hold out for four days even. He started, as he always 
did start in such circumstances, for they had already happened before, 

I had already tried it on before (and, let me add, I knew all this 
beforehand. I knew all his contemptible tactics by heart) — he started 
by fixing me witn a stern glare which he kept up for several minutes 
at a time, particularly when he used to meet me or when 1 went out 
of the house. If 1 did not shrink back and pretended not to notice 
his glances, he would set about — still in silence — ^to inflict more 
tortures upon me. He would suddenly and without any excuse 
whatever enter my room quietly and smoothly when I was either 
reading or pacing my room, and remain standing at the door, with 
one hand behind his back and one foot thrust forward, and stare 
fixedly at me. This time his stare was not only stern, but witheringly 
contemptuous. If I suddenly asked him what he wanted, he would 
not reply, but continue to stare straight at me for a few more 
seconds, then he would purse his lips with a specially significant 
expression, turn round slowly, and slowly go back to his room. 
About two hours later he would leave his room again, and again 
appear before me in the same manner. Sometimes, beside myself 
with rage, 1 did not even ask him what he wanted, but just raised 
my head sharply and imperiously and began staring back at him. 
We would thus stare at each other for about two minutes till at last 
he would turn round, slowly and pompously, and again go back for 
two hours. 

If that did not make me come to my senses and I continued to he 
rebellious, he would suddenly break into sighs as he stared at me, 
as though measuring with each sigh the whole depth of my moral 
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turpitude and, of course, it all ended in his complete victory over 
me : I raved, I shouted, but 1 still had to do what was expected of me. 

No sooner did his manoeuvre of stern looks begin this time than 
1 lost my temper at once and flew at him in a blind rage. 

“Stop!” I shouted, beside myself, as he was turning round 
slowly and silently, with one hand behind his back, to go back to 
his room. “Stop! Come back, 1 tell you! Come back!” 

I must have roared at him in so unnatural a voice that he turned 
round again and began looking at me with surprise. He still said 
nothing, and that maddened me. 

“How dare you come into my room without knocking and stare 
at me like that? Come on, answer me! ” 

But after looking calmly at me for half a minute, he started 
turning round again. 

“Stop!” I roared, rushing up to him. “Don’t you dare to move! 
Ah, that’s better! Now answer me: what did you come in to look at 
me for?” 

“If there is anything, sir, you want me to do for you now, it is my 
duty to carry it out,” he replied, once more pausing a little before 
speaking, with his slow and measured lisp, raising his eyebrows and 
calmly inclining his head first to one side and then to another, and 
all this with the most exasperating self-composure. 

“That’s not what I asked you about, you tormentor! ” 1 screamed, 
trembling with rage. “I’ll tell you myself, you tormentor, why you 
come here. You sec I’m not giving you your wages, and being too 
proud to come and ask for them yourself, you come here to stare at 
me stupidly in order to punish me, in order to torment me, without 
sus-pect-ing, tormentor that you are, how damned silly, silly, silly, 
siUyit all is!” 

He was about to turn round again silently, but I caught hold of him. 

“Look,” I shouted to him, “here’s the money! Do you see? Here 
it is! (I took it out of the table drawer.) All the seven roubles. But 
you won’t get them, you — ^will — ^not — ^get — ^them, until you come to 
me respectfully, acknowledge your fault, and say you are sorry! Do 
you hear?” 

“That will never be!” he answered with a sort of unnatural self- 
confidence. 

“It shall be!” I screamed. “I give you my word of honour — it 
shall be!” 

“There’s nothing I have to apologise for,” he went on, as though 

196 



MEMOIRS FROM A DARK CELLAR 

not noticing my screams, “because you, sir, called me ‘tormentor,’ 
for which I can lodge a complaint against you at the police station.” 

“Go and lodge your complaint!” I roared. “Go at once, this 
very minute, this very second! You are a tormentor! A tormentor! 
A tormentor!” 

But he only gave me a look, then turned round and, without 
paying any attention to my screams to stop, went out to his room 
with a measured step and without turning round. 

“But for Lisa this would never have happened!” I said to myself. 
Then, after standing still for a minute, 1 went myself to his room 
‘^behind the partition, gravely and solemnly, and without hurrying, 
though my heart was thumping slowly and violently. “Apollon,” I 
said quietly and with great emphasis, though rather breathlessly, “go 
at once and fetch the police inspector. At once! ” 

He had in the meantime seated himself at his tabic, put on his 
spectacles, and settled down to his sewing. But, hearing my order, 
he burst a loud guffaw. 

“Go at once! This minute! Go, 1 say, or I shan’t be responsible 
for what happens! ” 

“You must be oiT your head, sir,” he remarked, without even 
raising his head, itii his usual, slow lisp, calmly threading the needle. 
“ WhocNer heard of a man going to report to the police against him- 
self! But, of course, sir, if you want to frighten me, then you might 
as well save yourself the trouble, for nothing will come of it.” 

“Go!” I screamed, grasping him by the shoulder. I felt that 1 
was going to strike him any minute. 

But I did not hear the door from the passage open quietly and 
slowly at that instant and someone come in, stand still, and start 
gazing at us in bewilderment. 1 looked up, nearly fainted with shame, 
and rushed back to my room. There, clutching at my hair with both 
hands and leaning my head against the ^\all, 1 remained motionless 
in that position. 

About two minutes later I heard Apollon’s slow footsteps. 

“There’s a certain young lady to sec you, sir,” he said, looking 
rather severely at me. 

He then stood aside to let Lisa in. He did not seem to want to go, 
and stood staring at us sarcastically. 

“Go! Go!” 1 ordered him, completely thrown off my balance. 

At that moment my clock made a tremendous effort and, w'heezing, 
struck seven. 
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IX 

And my house, fearlessly and freely. 

As mistress you can enter now! 

By the same poet. 

I stood before her, feeling utterly crushed, disgraced, and shockingly 
embarrassed, and, 1 think, 1 smiled, trying desperately to wrap 
myself in the skirts of my tattered, wadded old dressing gown, 
exactly as a short while ago in one of the moments of complete 
depression I had imagined I would do. After watching us for a few 
minutes, Apollon went away, but that did not make me feel any 
better. Worst of all, she too was suddeny overcome with confusion, 
which I had hardly expected. 

** Sit down,’* I said mechanically, placing a chair for her near the table. 

1 myself sat down on the sofa. She sat down at once, obediently, 
looking at me with wide-open eyes and evidently expecting something 
from me at any moment. It was this naive expectancy of hers that 
incensed me, but I controlled myself. 

If she had had any sense, she would have pretended not to have 
noticed anything, as though everything had been as usual, but 
instead she . . . 

And I felt vaguely that I would make her pay dearly for all this. 

“I’m afraid you’ve found me in a rather strange situation, Lisa,” 
I began, stammering, and realising perfectly well that I shouldn’t 
have opened the conversation like that. “No, no, don’t think there’s 
anything wrong,” I exclaimed, seeing that she had suddenly blushed. 
“I’m not ashamed of my poverty. On the contrary, I look on it with 
pride. I’m a poor but honourable man. One can be poor and 
honourable, you know,” I stammered. “However, will you have 
some tea?” 

“No, thank you,” she began. 

“Wait a minute!” 

I jumped up and ran out to Apollon. I had to get out of her sight 
somehow. 

“Apollon,” I whispered feverishly, talking very fast and flinging 
down on the table before him the seven roubles I had been keeping 
in my clenched hand all the time, “here are your wages. You see, 
I give them to you. But for that you must save me: go at once and 
fetch a pot of tea and a dozen rusks from the tea-shop. J f you won’t go, 
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you’ll make me the unhappiest man in the world ! Yo u don’t know what 
a fine woman she is! She’s wonderful! You may be thinking there’s 
something — er—but you don’t know what a fine woman she is!” 

Apollon, who had sat down to his work and put on his spectacles 
again, at first looked silently at the money without putting down the 
needle; then, without paying any attention to me or replying to me, 
he went on busying himself with the needle, which he was still 
threading. 1 waited for three minutes, standing in front of him with 
my hands crossed a la Napoleon. My temples were wet with perspira- 
tion; 1 was very pale — could feel it. But, thank God, he must have 
&lt sorry as he looked at me, for having finished threading his needle, 
he slowly rose from his place, slowly pushed back his chair, slowly 
took off his glasses, slowly counted the money, and at last, asking 
me over his shoulder whether he should get a pot of tea for two, 
slowly left the room. As 1 was going back to Lisa, the thought 
occurred to me whether it would not be a good idea to run away just 
as I was ip my dressing gown, run away no matter where, and let 
things take their course. 

I sat down again. She regarded me uneasily. For a few minutes 
neither of us spoke. 

“I’ll murder him!” I suddenly screamed, banging my fist on the 
table with such \iolence that the ink spurted out of the ink-well. 

“Good heavens, what are you saying?” she cried, startled. 

“ I’ll murder him! I’ll murder him! ” I screamed, banging the table, 
beside myself with rage, but realising veiy well at the same time how 
stupid it was to be in such a rage. 

“You can’t imagine, Lisa, what a tormentor he is to me. He’s 
my tomentor. He’s gone out for some rusks now — he ” 

And suddenly I burst into tears. It was a nervous attack. In between 
my sobs I felt awfully ashamed, but I could do nothing to stop them. 

She was frightened. “What’s the matter? What's the matter?” 
she kept asking, standing helplessly over me. 

“Water . . . Give me some water, please. It’s over there!” I mur- 
mured in a weak voice, realising very well at the same time that I 
could have managed without a drink of water and without murmuring 
in a weak voice. But I was, what is called, play-acting to save appear- 
ances, though my fit was real enough. 

She gave me water, looking at me in utter confusion. At that 
moment Apollon brought in the tea. I felt that this ordinary, prosaic 
tea was very inappropriate and paltry after all that had happened, 
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and 1 blushed. Lisa looked at Apollon almost in terror. He went 
out without a glance at us. 

“Do you despise me, Lisa?*’ 1 said, looking straight at her and 
trembling with impatience to know what she was thinking of. 

She was overcome with confusion and did not know what to say. 

“Drink your tea,” I said, angrily. 

I was angry with myself, but of course it was she who would suffer 
for it. A terrible resentment against her suddenly blazed up in my 
heart. I believe I could have killed her. To revenge myself on her, I 
took a silent vow not to say a single word to her while she was in 
my room. “She’s to blame for everything,” I thought. 

Our silence went on for almost five minutes. The tea stood on the 
table, but she did not touch it. I had got so far that 1 deliberately 
did not want to start drinking it in order to make her feel even more 
embarrassed. And she could not very well start drinking it alone. She 
glanced at me a few times in mournful perplexity. I kept obstinately 
silent. I was, of course, the chief sufferer, for I fully realised the whole 
despicable meanness of my spiteful stupidity, and yet I could do 
nothing to restrain myself. 

“I — want to get away from that — place for good,” she began in 
an effort to do something to break the silence, but, poor thing, that 
was just what she should not have spoken about at the moment, 
for it was a stupid thing to say and especially to a man who was as 
stupid as I. Even I felt a pang of pity in my heart for her clumsi- 
ness and unnecessary frankness. But something hideous inside me 
at once stifled my feeling of pity. It provoked me even more — to hell 
with it ail! Another five minutes passed. 

“I haven’t come at the wrong time, have 1?” she began shyly in a 
hardly audible whisper, and made to get up. 

But the moment I saw the first signs of injured dignity, 1 shook 
with spite and burst out at once. 

“What have you come here for? Answer me! Answer!” I began, 
gasping for breath and paying no attention to the logical order of 
my words. I wanted to blurt it all out at once, and I didn’t care a 
danm what I started with, “I’ll tell you, my dear girl, what you have 
come for. You’ve come because I made pathetic speeches to you 
the other night. So you were softened and now you want more of 
these pathetic speeches. Well, 1 may as well tell you at once that 1 was 
laughing at you then. And I’m laughing at you now. What are you 
shuddering for? Yes, 1 was laughing at you! I had been insulted 
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before, at dinner, by the fellows who came before me that night. 1 
came to your place intending to thrash one of them, an army officer, 
but 1 was too late. He had already gone. So to avenge my wounded 
pride on someone, to get my own back, 1 vented my spite on you 
and I laughed at you. 1 had been humiliated, so 1 too wanted to 
humiliate someone ; they wiped the floor with me, so I too wanted 
to show my power. That’s what happened, and you thought I’d come 
there specially to save you, did you? You thought so, didn't you? 
You did, didn’t you?” 

1 knew that she would probably be confused and unable to make 
nead or tail of it, but I knew, too, that she would grasp the gist of it 
perfectly. And so it was. She turned white as a sheet, tried to say 
something, her lips painfully twisted. But before she could say 
anything, she collapsed in a chair as though she had been felled by an 
axe. And afterwards she listened to me all the time with parted lips and 
wide-open eyes, trembling with terror. The cynicism, the cynicism 
of my woi J onished her. . . . 

“To save you! ” T went on, jumping up from my chair and running 
up and down the room in front of her. “ Save you from what? Why, 
I’m probably much worse than you. Why didn’t you throw it in my 
teeth when I was eading that lecture to you? ‘But why did you come 
to us yourself? To read me a lecture on morality?’ I wanted power. 
Power was what I wanted then. I wanted sport. I wanted to see you 
cry. I wanted to humiliate you. To make you hysterical. That’s 
what I wanted. I couldn’t keep it up because I’m nothing but a rag 
myself. I got frightened, and Tm damned if 1 know why I told you 
where I lived. 1 was a bloody fool. That’s why, I suppose. So even 
before I got home that night I was cursing and swearing at you for 
having given you my address. I hated you already because of the 
lies I had been telling you. For all I wanted was to make a few fine 
speeches, to have something to dream about. And do you know what 
1 really wanted? What I wanted was tnat you should all go to hell! 
That’s what I wanted. The thing I must have at any cost is peace of 
mind. To get that peace of mind, to make sure that no one worried 
me, I’d sell the whole world for a farthing. Is the world to go to rack 
and ruin or am I to have my cup of tea? Well, so far as I’m concerned, 
blow the world so long as I can have my cup of tea. Did you know 
that, or didn’t you? Well, anyway, I know I’m a blackguard, a C'ld, 
an egoist, a loafer. Here I’ve been shivering in a fever for the last three 
days for fear that you might come. And do you know what I was so 
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worried about in particular during those three days? Til tell you. 
What I was so worried about was that I was making myself out to 
be such a hero before you and that you*d find me here in this tom 
old dressing gown of mine, poor and loathsome. Only a few minutes 
ago 1 told you that 1 was not ashamed of my poverty. Well, it's not 
true. I am ashamed of my poverty. Fm ashamed of it more than of 
anything. Fm afraid of it more than of anything, more than of 
being a thief, because I’m so confoundedly vain that at times I feel 
as though 1 had been skinned and every puff of air hurt me. Don’t 
you realise now that I shall never forgive you for having found me 
in this tattered old dressing gown and just when, like a spiteful cur, 
I flew at Apollon’s throat? Your saviour, your former hero, flings 
himself like some mangy, shaggy mongrel on his valet, and his 
valet is laughing at him! And I shall never forgive you for the tears 
which I was shedding before you a minute ago, like some silly old 
woman who had been put to shame. Nor shall 1 ever forgive you for 
what I’m now confessing to you! Yes, you alone must answer for it 
all because you just happened to come at that moment, because Fm 
a rotter, because I’m the most horrible, the most ridiculous, the most 
petty, the most stupid, the most envious of all the worms on earth 
who are not a bit better than me, but who — Fm damned if I know 
why — are never ashamed or embarrassed, while 1 shall be insulted 
all my life by every louse because that’s the sort of fellow 1 am! And 
what the hell do I care if you don’t understand what I’m talking 
about? And what the hell do I care what happens to you? Whether 
you’re goingto rack and ruin there or not? And do you realise that 
now that I’ve told you all this 1 shall hate you for having been here 
and listened to me? Why, it’s only once in a lifetime that a man speaks 
his mind like this, and that, too, when he is in hysterics. What more 
do you want? Why after all this do you still stand here before me 
torturing me? Why don’t you get out of here?” 

But here a very odd thing happened. 

I was so used to imagining everything and to thinking of everything 
as it happened in books, and to picturing to myself everything in the 
world as I had previously made it up in my dreams, that at first I 
could not all at once grasp the meaning of this occurrence. What 
occurred was this: Lisa, humiliated and crushed by me, understood 
much more than 1 imagined. She understood from all this what a 
woman who loves sincerely always imderstands first of all, namely, 
that 1 was unhappy. 
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The frightened and resentful look on her face first gave place to 
one of sorrowful astonishment. But when 1 began to call myself a cad 
and a blackguard and my tears began to flow (1 had spoken the whole 
of that tirade with tears), her whole face began to work convulsively. 
She was about to get up and stop me, and when 1 finished, it was not 
my cries of why she was here and why she did not go away to which 
she paid attention ; what she felt was that I must have found it very 
hard indeed to say all this. And, besides, she was so crushed, poor 
girl. She considered herself so inferior to me. Why should she feel 
angry or offended? She suddenly jumped up from her chair with a 
'itind of irresistible impulse and, all drawn towards me but still feeling 
very shy and not daring to move from her place, held out her hands 
to me. ... It was here that my heart failed me. Then she rushed to 
me, flung her arms round my neck, and burst into tears. I could not 
restrain myself, either, and burst out sobbing as I had never in my 
life sobbed before 

“The^ - hjy won’t let me — I can’t be good!” I could hardly 
bring myself to sa^. , then I stumbled to the sofa, fell on it face down- 
wards, and for a quarter of an hour sobbed hysterically. She clung 
to me, put her arms round me, and seemed to remain frozen in that 
embrace. 

But the trouble was xhat my hysterical fit could not go on for ever. 
And so (it is the loathsome truth I am writing), lying prone on the 
sofa, clinging tightly to it, and my face buried in my cheap leather 
cushion, J began gradually, remotely, involuntarily but irresistibly 
to feel that I should look an awful ass if I raised my head now and 
looked Lisa straight in the face. What was 1 ashamed of? I don’t know. 
All I know is that I was ashamed. It also occurred to me just then, 
overwrought as I was, that our parts were now completely changed, 
that she was the heroine now, while I was exactly the same crushed 
and humiliated creature as she had appeared to me that night — 
four days before. . . . And all this flashed through my mind while I 
was still lying prone on the sofa! 

Good God, was I really envious of her then? 

1 don’t know. To this day I cannot possibly say whether I was en- 
vious of her or not, a d at the time of course I was less able to 
understand it than now. 1 cannot live without feeling that 1 have 
someone completely in my power, that I am free to tyrannise over 
some human being. Bat — ^you can’t explain anything by reasoning 
and consequently it is useless to reason. 
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I soon pulled myself together, however, and raised my head; I 

had to do it sooner or later And, well, to this day 1 canH help 

thinking that it was because I was ashamed to look at her that another 
feeling was suddenly kindled and blazed up in my heart — sl feeling 
of domination and possession! My eyes flashed with passion and 1 
clasped her hands violently. How 1 hated her and how I was drawn 
to her at that moment! One feeling intensified the other. This was 
almost like vengeance! ... At first she looked bewildered and even 
frightened, but only for one moment. She embraced me warmly and 
rapturously. 


X 

A quarter of an hour later 1 was rushing up and down the room 
in furious impatience. Evety minute I walked up to the screen and 
looked through the narrow slit at Lisa. She was sitting on the floor, 
her head leaning against the edge of the bed, and, I suppose, was 
crying. But she did not go away, and that irritated me. This time she 
knew everything. I had insulted her finally, but — ^theie is no need to 
speak about it. She guessed that my outburst of passion was nothing 
but revenge, a fresh insult for her, and that to my earlier, almost 
aimless, hatred, there was now added a personal, jealous hatred 
of her. . . . However, I can’t be certain that she did understand it all 
so clearly; what she certainly did understand was that I was a 
loathsome man and that, above all, 1 was incapable of loving her. 

I know 1 shall be told that it is incredible — that it is incredible that 
anyone coutd be as spiteful and as stupid as 1 was ; and I daresay it 
will be added that it was improbable that 1 should not love her or, 
at any rate, appreciate her love. But why is it improbable? First of 
all, I could not possibly have loved anyone because, I repeat, to me 
love meant to tyrannise and to be morally superior. 1 have never in 
my life been able to imagine any other sort of love, and I have 
reached the point that sometimes 1 cannot help thinking even now 
that love only consists in the right to tyrannise over the woman you 
love, who grants you this right of her own free will. Even in my most 
secret dreams I could not imagine love except as a struggle, and 1 
always embarked on it with hatred and ended it with moral subjuga- 
tion, and afterwards I did not have the faintest idea what to do with 
the woman I had subjugated. And indeed what is there improbable 
about it when I had at last reached such a state of moral depravity, 
when I had lost touch so much with ‘‘real life,” that only a few hours 
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before 1 had thought of reproaching her for having come to me to 
listen to “pathetic speeches,” and did not even guess that she had 
not come to listen to my pathetic speeches at all, but to love me, for 
it is only in love that a woman can find her true resurrection, her 
true salvation from any sort of calamity, and her moral regeneration, 
and she cannot possibly find it in anything else. Still, I did not 
hate her so much after all when I was pacing the room and looked 
at her through the chink in the screen. T merely felt unbearably 
distressed at her being there. I wanted her to disappear. I longed for 
“peace.” I wanted to be left alone in my funk-hole. “Real life” — so 
""unaccustomed was I to it — had crushed me so much that 1 found it 
difficult to breathe. 

But a few minutes passed and still she did not get up, as though 
she were unconscious. I had the meanness to knock quietly at the 

screen to remind her She gave a start, got up quickly, and began 

looking for her kerchief, her hat, her fur coat, as though her only 
though^ wc’-c how to run away from me as quickly as possible. . . . 

Two minutes l Uer she came out slowly from behind the screen 
and looked hard at me. I grinned maliciously, though 1 must confess 
I had to force myself to do it, /or the sake of appearances, and turned 
away from her ..azo. 

“Goodbye,” she said, going to the door. 

I ran up to her suddenly, seized her hand, opened it, put something 
in it and — closed it again. Then I turned at once and rushed away 
quickly to the other corner of the room so as not to' see her at 
least. 

I almost told a lie this very minute. 1 was about to write that I 
did not do it deliberately, that I did it because 1 did not realise what 
1 was doing, having in my folly completely lost my head. But 1 
don’t want to lie, and therefore T say frankly that 1 opened her hand 
and put something in it — out of spite. The thought came into my 
head when I was running up and down the room and she was sitting 
behind the screen. But this 1 can say in all truth : 1 did that cruel 
thing deliberately, I did it not because my heart, but because my 
wicked brain prompted me to do it. This cruelty was so insincere, 
so much thought out, so deliberately invented, so bookish, that 1 
couldn’t stand it myself even for a minute, but first rushed away to a 
corner so as not to see anything, and then, overwhelmed with shame 
and despair, rushed after Lisa. 1 opened the front door and began 
listening. 
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“Lisa! Lisa!” I cried down the stairs, but in a halting voice, in 
an undertone. 

There was no answer, but 1 thought I heard her footsteps lower 
down on the stairs. 

“Lisa!” 1 called in a louder voice. 

No answer. But at that moment I heard the heavy glass street- 
door open with a creak and with difficulty and slam heavily. The 
noise reverberated on the stairs. 

She was gone. I returned musing to my room, feeling terribly ill 
at ease. 

1 stopped at the table beside the chair on which she had sat and 
looked disconsolately before me. A minute passed. Suddenly I gave 
a start : straight before me on the table I saw a crumpled blue five- 
rouble note, the same which a minute before I had pressed into her 
hand. It was the same note. It could be no other, for there was no 
other in the house. She therefore had just enough time to fling it 
on the table at the moment when I rushed to the other end of the 
room. 

Well, of course, 1 might have expected it of her. Might have ex- 
pected it? No, 1 was too great an egoist, 1 had too little respect for 
people to have been able even to imagine that she would do it. 
That was too much. That 1 could not bear. A moment later I began 
to dress madly, putting on hurriedly whatever clothes I could lay 
my hands on, and rushed headlong after her. She had hardly had time 
to walk more than a hundred yards when 1 ran out into the street. 

The street was quiet and deserted. It was snowing heavily, the 
snowflakes falling almost perpendicularly and piling up in deep drifts 
on the pavement and on the empty road. There was not a soul to be 
seen, not a sound to be heard. The street-lamps twinkled desolately 
and uselessly. I ran about a hundred yards to the cross-roads and 
stopped. 

Where had she gone? And why was I running after her? 

Why? To fall on my knees before her, to sob with remorse, to 
kiss her feet, to beseech her to forgive me! I wanted to do so, my 
breast was being tom to pieces, and never, never shall I be able to 
recall that moment with indifference. But — ^why? I could not help 
thinking. Would I not hate her fiercely tomorrow perhaps just 
because I had been kissing her feet today? Could 1 make her happy? 
Had I not learnt today for the hundredth time what I was really 
worth? Should I not torture her to death? 

206 



MEMOIRS FROM A DARK CELLAR 

1 Stood in the snow, peering into the dim haze, and thought of that. 

“And will it not be better, will it not be much better,” I thought 
afterwards at home, giving full rein to my imagination and suppres- 
sing the living pain in my heart, “will it not be much better that she 
should now carry that insult away with her for ever? What is an insult 
but a sort of purification? It is the most corrosive and painful form 
of consciousness! Tomorrow 1 should have bespattered her soul 
with mud, 1 should have wearied her heart by thrusting myself upon 
her, while now the memory of the insult will never die in her, and 
however horrible the filth that lies in store for her, the memory of 
that humiliation will raise her and purify her—by hatred, and, well, 
perhaps also by forgiveness. Still, will that make things easier for her?” 

And, really, here am 1 already putting the idle question to myself— 
which is better : cheap happiness or exalted suffering? Well, which is 
better? 

So 1 went on dreaming as 1 sat at home that evening, almost dead 
with th" j* in my heart. Never before had I endured such suffering 
and remorse. But didn’t I know perfectly well when I ran out 
of my flat that 1 should turn back half-way? I never met Lisa 
again, and have heard nothing of her. I may as well add that I re- 
mained for a lo ig rime pleased with the phrase about the usefulness 
of insults and hatred in spite of the fact that I almost fell ill at the 
time from blank despair. 

Even now, after all these years, 1 somehow feel unhappy to recall 
all this. Lots of things make me unhappy now when I recall them, but — 
why not finish my “memoirs” at this point? I can’t help thinking 
that I made a mistake in starting to write them. At any rate, I have felt 
ashamed all the time 1 have been writing this story : so it seems this is 
no longer literature, but a corrective punishment. For to tell long 
stories and how 1 have, for instance, spoilt my life by a moral 
disintegration in my funk-hole, by my unsociable habits, by losing 
touch with life, and by nursing my spite in my dark cellar — ^all this. 
I’m afraid, is not interesting. A novel must have a hero, and here I 
seemed to have deliberately gathered together all the characteristics 
of an anti-hero, and, above all, all this is ceitain to produce a most 
unpleasant impressioi' because we have all lost touch with life, we 
are all cripples, every one of us — ^more or less. We have lost touch so 
much that occasionally we cannot help feeling a sort of disgust with 
“real life,” and that is why we are so angry when people remmd us 
of it. Why, we have gone so far that we look upon “real life” almost 
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as a sort of burden, and we are all agreed that '‘life” as we find it in 
books is much better. And why do we make such a fuss sometimes? 
Why do we make fools of ourselves? What do we want? We don’t 
know ourselves. For as a matter of fact we should fare much worse 
if our nonsensical prayers were granted. Why, just try, just give us, 
for instance, more independence, untie the hands of any one of us, 
widen the sphere of our activities, relax discipline, and we — ^yes, I 
assure you — we should immediately be begging for the discipline 
to be reimposed upon us. I know that very likely you will be angry 
with me for saying this, that you will start shouting and stamping, 
“Speak for yourself and for your miserable life in that dark cellar 
of yours and don’t you dare to say ‘all of us.’” But, good Lord, 
gentlemen, I’m not trying to justify myself by this all-of-usness. For 
my part, I have merely carried to extremes in my life what you have 
not dared to carry even half-way, and, in addition, you have mistaken, 
your cowardice for common sense and have found comfort in that, 
deceiving yourselves. So that, as a matter of fact, I seem to be much 
more alive than you. Come, look into it more closely! Why, we do 
not even know where we are to find real life, or what it is, or what it 
is called. Leave us alone without any books, and we shall at once 
get confused, lose ourselves in a maze, we shall not know what to 
cling to, what to hold on to, what to love and what to hate, what to 
respect and what to despise. We even find it hard to be men, men of 
real flesh and blood, our own flesh and blood. We arc ashamed of 
it. We think it a disgrace. And we do our best to be some theoretical 
“average” men. We are stillborn, and for a long time we have been 
begotten not by living fathers, a *id that’s just that we seem to like more 
and more. We are getting a tasi ^ for it. Soon we shall invent some way 
of being somehow or other begotten by an idea. But enough— 1 don’t 

want to write any more “from a Dark Cellar ” 

(This is not, by the way, the end of the “Memoirs” of this para- 
doxical fellow. He could not resist and went on and on. But it seems 
to us, too, that we may stop here.) 
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A Fantastic Story 


Short Preface by the Author 

I HOPE MY readers will forgive me if, instead of my “Diary” 
in its usual form, I am giving them only a story this time. 1 
am afraid my only excuse is that I have been really working 
on this story for the better part of a month. I should, in any event, 
like to ask my readers for their indulgence. 

Nov a 'c‘.v words about the story itself. I have given it the sub- 
title of "‘A Fanta .tic Story,” though 1 myself regard it as eminently 
realistic. But there is indeed a subcurrent of fantasy in it, particularly 
in the very form of the story, which 1 think it necessary to explain 
before starting ' n the story proper. 

The point is that it is neither fiction nor biography. Imagine a 
husband whose wife had committed suicide a few hours before by 
throwing herself out of a window and whose dead body is lying on 
the table. His mind is in a state of confusion, and he has not as 
>ct had time to collect his thoughts. He keeps pacing the room, 
trying to find some reason for what has happened, “to gather his 
thoughts to a point.” He is, besides, an inveterate hypochondriac, 
one of those men who talk to themselves. So there he is, talking 
to himself, telling the whole story, tryinc; to explain it to himself. 
Notwithstanding the apparent consistency of his speech, he con- 
tradicts himself several times, both in the logic of his arguments 
and his feelings. He is justifying himself, accusing her, indulging in 
explanations that have no possible bearing on the case ; you have 
here a certain crudity of mind and heart as well as genuine deep 
feeling. Little by little he really does explain the whole thing to 
himself and “gathers his thoughts to a point.” A succession of 
memories which he recalls does at last lead him inevitably to 'he 
truths and truth inevitably elevates his mind and heart. Towards 
the end even the tone of the story changes as compared with the 
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general untidiness of its beginning. Truth dawns upon the unhappy 
man in a form that is both clear and definite, at least so far as he 
himself is concerned. 

That is the theme. No doubt, the telling of the story, interrupted 
by all sorts of digressions and interludes, takes up a few hours, and 
it is told in a rather rambling way: sometimes he is speaking 
to himself, sometimes he is addressing an invisible listener, a sort 
of a judge. And, as a matter of fact, this is how it actually happens 
in real life. If a stenographer could have overheard him and taken 
down his words in shorthand, the result might have been a little 
rougher, a little less finished than the way I am telling it ; but the 
psychological sequence (so at least it seems to me) would have 
remained pretty much the same. It is this suggestion of a steno- 
grapher taking everything down in shorthand (after which I should 
have edited it) that I consider the fantastic element in this story. 
But this sort of thing, or something very like it, has been done 
several times in works of fiction. Victor Hugo, for instance, uses 
almost the identical method in his masterpiece The Last Day of 
a Man Condemned to Death. And though he does not actually pretend 
to employ a stenographer, he has recourse to an even greater 
improbability by assuming that a man sentenced to death is able 
(and has the time) to keep a diary not only on his last day, but also 
during his last hour and, literally, his last minute. But had he not 
adopted this fanciful way of telling the story, his novel — one of 
the most realistic and most truthful he ever wrote — ^would not have 
existed. 


CHAPTER ONE 

I 

WHO WAS I AND WHO WAS SHE 

. . . WELL, WHOLE she is Still here everything is all right : I go up 
and have a look at her every minute. But they will take her away 
tomorrow and — how can I stay here alone? She is now in the 
sitting-room, on a table. Two card tables put together side by 
side. They will bring the coffin tomorrow. A white coffin. White 
gros-de-Naples. However that's not what. ... I keep on walking 
and walking. Trying to explain the whole thing to myself. It’s 
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six hours now that Tve been trying to explain it to myself, but 
1 just can’t gather my thoughts to a point. Can’t do it. Can’t do 
it. The trouble is I’m always walking, walking, walking. . . . Now, 
that’s how it was. I’ll simply tell it just as it happened. In the 
right order. (Order!) Ladies and gentlemen, I do not pretend 
to be a literary chap, as I expect you can sec for yourselves, but 
never mind. I’ll tell it just as 1 understand it. That’s the horrible 
part of it — I understand everything! 

You see, if you must know, 1 mean, if I’m to tell you everything 
from the very beginning, 1 first met hci because she used to come to 
me to pawn things. She wanted the money to pay for an advertisement 
in The Voice. Trying to get herself a job as governess. No objection 
to living in the country, or giving lessons to children at their 
homes, and so on and so forth. That’s how it began. At the time I 
didn’t of course think her any dilTercnt from anyone else. Slie used 
to come to me like the rest, and so on. But later I began to notice 
the difFcic.-ics. She was such a slender girl, very thin, fair, of medium 
height, always a little awkward with me, as though embarrassed. 
(1 cannot help thinking that she must have been the same with 
all strangers, and to her of course I was not different from anyone 
else, considerec* as i man, I mean, and not as a pawnbroker.) The 
minute she got her money, she’d turn round and go away. And all 
without uttering a word. Others usually started arguing, begging, 
haggling, to get more money. But not this one. Took what she was 

given I'm afraid I’m getting a little muddled Yes, it was the 

things she brought which first of all attracted my attention. Silver 
gilt ear-rings, a cheap medallion — ^thcre wasn’t anything I’d give 
more than sixpence for. She knew herself, of course, that they were 
only worth threepence, but I could see that to her they were priceless. 
As a matter of fact, it was all that was left her by her mother and 
father. I got to know about it later. Only once did I permit myself 
to smile at her things. For, you sec, i never permit myself anything 
of the kind. In my dealings with the public my manners are always 
those of a gentleman: a few words, polite and stern. “Stern, stem, 
stern.” But one day she actually brought me the remnants (I mean, 
literally) of an old han -'kin coat, and I couldn’t refrain from making 
a rather mild joke about it. Dear me, how she flushed! Her eyes were 
large, blue, wistful, but — ^how they blazed! She never said a word, 
though. Took her “remnants” and went out. It was then that for 
the first time I noticed her specially^ and 1 thought something of the 

211 



A GENTLE CREATURE 

sort about her, that is, something of a special sort. Yes. There’s 
something else 1 remember. Another impression. 1 mean, if you 
really want to know, it was really the most important impression 
which summed up everything, namely, that she was awfully young. 
So young that 1 could have sworn she wasn’t a day older than 
fourteen. Actually, however, she was fifteen years and nine months, 
to be exact. However, that wasn’t what I wanted to say. That 
wasn’t the total impression. The next day she came again. I 
found out later that she had been to Dobronravov and Mozer with 
that precious fur coat of hers, but they don’t accept anything but 
gold, so they wouldn’t even talk to her. 1, on the other hand, had 
once accepted a cameo from her (a reaUy cheap one it was, too), 
and, having thought it over, was afterwards surprised at myself. For, 
you sec, I don’t accept anything but gold and silver, cither, and yet 
I took the cameo from her. That was the second time I had thought 
about her. I remember it very well. 

This time, that is, from Mozer, she brought me an amber cigar 
holder. Not a bad thing, something for a connoisseur, but again 
hardly worth anything to me, for we only deal in gold articles. 
As she came to me the day after her rebellion^ I received her sternly. 
Sternness with me means dryness. However, as 1 was handing her 
the two roubles, I couldn’t resist saying to her with a certain note 
of exasperation in my voice, “I’m only doing it for you, for Mozer 
would never have accepted such a thing from you.” I put a special 
emphasis on the words for you. Invested them quite deliberately with 
a certain meaning. I was furious. She flushed crimson again at the 
for you, but swallowed the insult, didn’t fling the money back 
at me. Took it like a lamb. That’s what poverty docs for you! But, 
Lord, how she blushed! I realised that I had hurt her feelmgs. But 
when she went out, 1 suddenly asked myself, Is this triumph over 
her really worth two roubles? Dear, oh dear! I remember I asked 
myself that very question twice: “Is it worth it? Is it worth it?” 
And, laughing, decided that it was. Felt very jolly that time. But it 
wasn’t a bad feeling : I did it deliberately, intentionally. I wanted to 
put her to the test. I wanted to do that because suddenly certain plans 
with regard to her began stirring in my mind. That was my third 
special thought about her. 

. . . Well, it was from that time that it all started. I, naturally, 
took immediate steps to find out what could be found out about 
her in an indirect way, and I waited for her next visit with particular 
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impatience. For 1 had a premonition that she would come soon. 
When she did come, 1 entered into a very amiable conversation 
with her, doing my utmost to be as civil to her as possible. 1 have 
had quite a good education, you see, and my manners are irre- 
proachable. Well, it was then that I realised that she was good 
and gentle. Good and gentle creatures do not offer a very stiff 
resistance, not for long, anyway, and though they may not open 
their hearts to you altogether, they don’t know how to steer clear 
of a conversation: they reply in monosyllables, but they do reply, 
and the further they get drawn into it, the more talkative they be- 
*'come, so long, that is, as you don’t get tired of it yourself, so 
long as you want to make the most of your opportunity. I need hardly 
tell you that she did not explain anything to me at the time. It was 
afterwards that t found out about The Voice and everything else. 
She was ju«t then advertising wildly, first, of course, in a rather 
high and mighty fashion, “A governess, ready to take a situation 
in the ..ouiitry, please reply about conditions of employment by 
post,” but later it was, “Willing to accept anything, to give lessons, 
to be a companion, to look after the household, to act as a nurse to a 
sick lady, plain sewing,” and so on and so forth. The usual thing. All 
this of course was pu t in for publication at different times and indiffer- 
ent versions, but in the end when things got really desperate, it was even 
“without salary, in return for board.” But nothing doing. She could 
not find herself a job! It was then that I made up my mind to put her 
to the test for the last time. I suddenly picked up the last issue of The 
Voice and showed her an advertisement: “A young lady, orphan, 
looking for situation as governess to young children, preferably with 
an elderly widower. Willing to help with household duties.” 

“You sec, this advertisement appeared this morning and I’m 
ready to bet you anything she’ll have her job before the evening. 
That’s the way to advertise.” 

Again she flushed. Again her eyes blazed. She turned round and 
went out at once. That pleased me very much. However, at that time 
I was already sure of everything and had no longer any fear. No one 
you see, would take her cigar holders. And, besides, she had no more 
cigar holders to pawn. Well, I was right. Two days later she called . 
again, looking very pale and agitated. I realised that she must have 
had some trouble at home, and so it was. I’ll explain presently v.hat 
the trouble was. At the moment I just want to mention how 1 sud- 
denly impressed her and how I rose in her estimation. It was a sort 
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of scheme I suddenly conceived. You see, as a matter of fact she 
brought this icon (had made up her mind at last to bring it!) . . . 
Now, listen. Please, listen. It was just then that everything began. 

I’m afraid I’ve been a bit muddled till now You see, I’m trying 

to recall all this — every detail — every little thing. I’m trying all the 
time to gather my thoughts to a point, but — ^but somehow I can’t do 
it, and all these little details count. All these little details are fright- 
fully important 

An icon of the Virgin. The Virgin with the Babe. A family icon, 
an ancient one, the embossed metal of silver gilt — worth — well, 
shall we say, six roubles at most. I could see that the icon was 
precious to her. She was pawning it, you sec, without removing 
the embossed metal. 

“Why don’t you take off the metal setting and take the icon 
back with you?” I said. “For, after all, it’s an icon, and it’s hardly 
what you might call the done thing to pawn an icon, is it?” 

“Why not? Aren’t you allowed to take it?” 

“Oh yes, I can take it all right, but don’t you think you may 
perhaps yourself. . . .” 

“All right, take it off, if you like.” 

“Well, I’ll tell you what,” I said, thinking it over. “1 shan’t 
take it off, but I’ll put it here together with the other icons in the 
icon case under the lamp (I always had a lamp burning above the 
icons, ever since the day I first opened my pawnshop), and I’ll give 
you ten roubles for it.” 

“I don’t want ten. Five will be quite enough for me. I’ll most 
certainly redeem it.” 

“Are you sure you won’t take ten? The icon is worth it, you 
know,” I said, noticing that her eyes flashed again. 

She made no answer. 1 went into the other room and came back 
with five roubles for her. 

“Don’t despise anyone,” I said. “I was once in such straits 
myself, perhaps even in worse straits, and if you see me now 
engaged in this sort of business, it’s — ^1 mean, after what I’ve been 
through ” 

“You don’t mean you’re revenging yourself on society, do you? 
Is that it?” she interrupted suddenly, with rather a caustic smile, 
which was quite innocent, though (I mean it was a “general” sort 
of smile, for at that time she made no distinction whatever between 
me and anyope else, so that she had said it almost without offence). 

214 



A GENTLE CREATURE 


“Aha! ” thought I. “So that’s the sort of person you are! Showing 
your claws, my pretty one! I shouldn’t wonder if you are not a 
member of one of the new movements!’’ 

“You see,’’ I said at once, half jokingly, half mysteriously, “I — 
am part of that Power which still docth good, though scheming ill. . . 

She shot a glance at me, a glance that betrayed a great deal of 
interest, though, 1 suppose, there was quite a lot of childish curiosity 
in it, too. 

“Wait — ^what kind of an idea is that? Where is it from? I believe 
J’ve heard it somewhere. “ 

“Don’t rack your brains. It’s in these words that Mephistopheles 
introduces himself to Faust. You’ve read Faust, haven’t you?’* 

“No, I mean, not really ’’ 

“You mean you haven’t read it at all, don’t you? You ought to 
read it. However, I can see that sardonic smile on your lips again. 
Please don’t imagine I’ve so little good taste as to wish to disguise 
my part as pawnbroker by introducing myself to you as a sort of 
Mephistopheles. Oucc a pawnbroker, always a pawnbroker. I know.’’ 

“You’re so strange. ... I never dreamt of saying anything of the 
kind to you.’’ 

What she really meant to say was, “I never expected you to be 
an educated man.” But she didn’t say it, though I knew she thought 
it. 1 had pleased her enormously. 

“You see,” I observed, “one can do good in any profession. 
I’m not of course referring to myself. I’m quite ready to admit that 
I do nothing but evil, yet ” 

“Of course one can do good in any business,’’ she said, with a 
quick but keen glance at me. “Yes, in any business,” she suddenly 
added. 

Oh, I remember it all! I remember all those moments! And I’d 
like to add here that when these young people, these dear young 
people, want to say something clever and profound, they betray it 
suddenly and rather too openly and naively by a look on their faces 
— Sec? I’m saying something clever and profound to you! ” And 
not out of vanity, either, like people of my age. You could see how 
she herself valued it so enormously, believed in it, esteemed it so 
highly, and was dead certain that you too esteemed it as highly as 
she did. Oh, how important sincerity is! It is their sincerity tl at 
assures them their victory. And in her this was so delightful! 

Yes, I remember it all. I’ve forgotten nothing. As soon as she was 
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gone, I made up my mind. The same day I went out to make my last 
inquiries and found out all the latest details about her present 
circumstances. 1 knew every detail of her past from Lukerya, who 
was their maid at the time and who had been in my pay for some 
time. These details were so terrible that 1 don’t know how she could 
have laughed as she did the other day, or have been so curious about 
the words of Mephistopheles when she herself was in such a dreadful 
position. But — ^youth! Yes, that is just what I thought about her 
at the time with pride and joy. For there is magnanimity there too : 
though I may be standing on the very brink of a precipice, Goethe’s 
grand words still shed a radiance! Youth is always magnanimous, 
though only a little bit, though wrong-headedly. 1 mean, it’s 
about her I’m thinking — ^about her alone. And, above all, even at 
that time 1 already regarded her as mine^ and not for one moment 
did 1 doubt my own power. It’s one of the most voluptuous thoughts 
in the world, you know. Not to be in doubt, I mean. 

But what’s the matter with me? If I go on like this I shall never 
be able to gather everything to a point. Quick, quick — oh God, 
that’s not it at all. 


II 

A PROPOSAL OF MARRIAGE 

The “details” I found out about her I can explain in a few woids. 
Her father apd mother were dead. They had died three years before 
I met her, and she had been left with her disreputable aunts, though 
“disreputable” is hardly the right word for them. One aunt was 
a widow, a mother of a large family — six children, all close to one 
another in age. Her other aunt was an old maid, as bad as they 
make ’em. Both were bad. Her father had been a civil servant. A 
clerk in a Government office, a non-hereditary nobleman. In short, 
everything was in my favour. I appeared as though from a higher 
world. After all, I’m a retired first lieutenant of a famous regiment, 
a nobleman by birth, independent, etc. As for my pawnshop and 
money-lending business, the aunts could only have looked upon it 
with respect. She had been slaving for her aunts for three years, but 
in spite of that she seemed to have found time to pass her school 
exams somewhere, passed them by hook or by crook, passed them for 
all her daily drudgery. And that after all meant something, if only 
as showing her desire to achieve something higher and nobler! 
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Why, what did f want to get married for? However, to blazes with 
me! ril discuss that later. Besides, that isn't the point really. . . . 
Anyway, she taught her aunt’s children, made their underclothing 
for them, and in the end not only made their underclothing for them, 
but scrubbed the floors as well, and that with her weak chest, too. 
Why, not to put too fine a point on it, they even beat her, begrudged 
her every bite of bread she ate. And they ended up by intending to 
sell her. Damn ’em! I’ll leave out the sordid details. She told me all 
about it afterwards. A whole year the fat shopkeeper next door had 
been watching it all. Not an ordinary shopkeeper, either. Owned two 
^"grocery shops. He had already driven two wives into their graves, 
and as he was now looking for a third one, he cast his eyes on her. 
“ A quiet one,” he thought, “ brought up in poverty, and I am marry- 
ing her for the sake of my motherless children.” And he had children 
all right. So he opened up negotiations with her aunts. Asked for 
the girl’s hand in marriage. He was fifty. Of course, she was horrified. 
It was the!' <hc began coming to me to get money to pay for the 
advertisements in The Voice. At last she began imploring her aunts 
to give her a little lime to think it over. Just a little time. They gave 
her a little time, only a very little time, not a minute more. Made her 
life a hell on earth. “We don’t know how to fill our own bellies 
without an extra mouth to feed!” I knew all about it, and after her 
visit in the morning that day made up my mind finally. That evening 
the shopkeeper came to sec them. Brought her a pound of sweets 
from his shop worth a shilling. While she was entertaining him, I 
called Lukerya out of the kitchen and told her to go and whisper 
to her that I was waiting for her at the gate and wanted to see her 
on a very urgent matter. 1 felt very pleased with myself. As a matter 
of fact, I was tremendously pleased with myself all that day. 

It was at the gates, and in the presence of Lukerya, that 1 told her, 
thunderstruck as she was at having been sent for by me, that I should 
be happy and honoured if she ... 1 urthcr, I begged her not to be 
surprised at the manner of my proposal, nor that 1 was proposing to 
her in the street. “I’m a blunt man,” I said, “and it’s unnecessary 
for me to tell you that I know all about your circumstances.” And 
I was not lying. I am a blunt man. Anyway, what docs it matter? 
1 spoke to her not only decently, that is to say, showing that I was a 
man of education, but also with oiiginality, and that’s what matters. 
Well, is there any harm in admitting it? I want to judge myself, and 
I am judging myself. I must speak pro and contra, and I do. I always 
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remembered it with pleasure afterwards, though it may have been 
silly. 1 told her frankly at the time, without the slightest embarrass- 
ment, that, in the first place, 1 was not particularly talented or par- 
ticularly clever and, perhaps, not even particularly good. I told 
her that 1 was a pretty cheap egoist (I remember that expression: 
1 had thought of it on the way and was rather pleased with it), and 
that it was indeed very likely that I possessed a number of other 
highly unpleasant qualities. 1 told her all that with a special sort of 
pride — ^we all know how one talks of such things. Mind you, I had 
enough good sense not to speak of my virtues after having so nobly 
enlarged on my bad qualities. 1 did not say, *"But to make up for 
that I possess this or that or the other virtue.” I saw that for the time 
being she was terribly frightened. But I didn’t tone anything down, 
either. On the contrary, seeing how frightened she was, 1 deliberately 
painted everything in blacker colours. I told her bluntly that she 
would not have to worry about food, but as for fine clothes, theatres 
and balls, she couldn’t count on that. Not at first, at all events. 
Later on when I had attained my object — possibly. This stem tone 
most decidedly appealed to me. I added, though, and that casually 
too, that if 1 was engaged in that sort of business, that is, kept my 
pawnshop, it was because of a certain object I had in mind, because, 
that is, there was a certain circumstance. . . . But, surely, I had a 
right to talk like that, for I really had such an object in mind, there 
really was such a circumstance. One moment, ladies and gentlemen, 
one moment, please: 1 always hated this money-lending business, 
I hated it all Yny life, and, as a matter of fact, though I admit it’s 
absurd to talk about oneself in such mysterious phrases, I was 
“revenging myself on society.” Indeed, 1 was! So that her gibe that 
morning about “revenging myself” was unfair. I mean, if I had told 
her straight, “Yes, 1 am revenging myself on society,” and she 
had burst out laughing as she nearly did that morning, the whole 
thing would indeed have appeared rather ridiculous. But by the use 
of an indirect hint, by a mysterious phrase, one can, it seems, bias 
the imagination in one’s favour. Besides, at that time 1 was no longer 
afraid of anything. For 1 knew very well that the fat shopkeeper at 
any rate was more hateful to her than 1, and that when 1 made my 
proposal to her at the gate I would appear as a deliverer to her. 
I knew that. Oh, a man knows a dirty trick when he sees one! But 
was it a dirty trick? How is one to pass judgment on a man? Didn’t 
I already love her even then? 
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Wait a bit. At that time of course I never said anything about 
conferring a favour upon her. On the contrary. Oh, quite on the 
contrary! “It is you,” I said, “who are conferring a favour on me, 
and not I on yowl” So that, as you see, I even put it into words. I 
couldn't restrain myself, and 1 daresay it must have sounded rather 
silly, for I noticed a fleeting expression of dismay on her face. But 
on the whole I most certainly got the better of it. Wait, though. If we 
must recall all this sordid business, then let me recall that last bit of 
beastliness too. As I stood there, the thought that was stirring in 
my mind was, “You are tall, well-built, educated and — ^and after 
kll, without boasting about it, not bad-looking, either.” That’s what 
kept recurring to my mind at the time. Well, anyway. She of course 
said yes to me right away, at the gate. But — but perhaps it is only 
fair to add that out there, at the gate, she thought a very long time 
before she said yes. She pondered so long that I could not refrain 
from asking, “Well, what do you say?” And I even put the question 
to her 'Vith a certain air of gallantry, “Well, what do you say, 
madam?” 

“Please wait. Lx:t me think.” 

And her sweet little face looked so serious, so serious, that even 
then 1 might ha\e read it! But I felt hurt. “Why,” I thought, “is 
she really choosing between me and that shopkeeper?” Oh, I did 
not understand then! I did not understand anything. No, I didn’t 
understand anything then! I didn’t understand till today! I remember 
Lukerya ran after me as I was going away, stopped me in the street, 
and said, speaking very fast, “God will reward you, sir, for marrying 
our dear young lady. Only please don’t tell her that, sir. She’s proud! ” 

Proud, is she? “Well,” I thought, “1 like them proud.” Proud 
women are particularly good when — well, when you’re no longer 
in doubt about your power over them. Eh? Oh, base, blundering 
man! Oh, how pleased I was! Do you know, while she was standing 
there by the gate, pondering whether to say yes to me, and I was 
wondering why she was taking such a long time over it, do you know 
that she may have even had some such thought as this : “ If it means 
unhappiness for me either way, then why not choose the worst? 
Why not choose the fai shopkeeper and have done with it? For he 
would be quite sure to beat me to death in one of his drunken fits!” 
Eh? What do you think? Might not such a thought have occurred 
to her at the time? 

No, I don’t understand it even now. I don’t understand anything 
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even now! I’ve just said that the thought might have occurred to her : 
why not choose the worst of the two evils, that is, the shopkeeper? 
But which was worst for her at that moment? The shopkeeper or 1? 
A shopkeeper or a pawnbroker who quotes Goethe? That’s the 
question. What question? Why, don’t you see even that? The answer 
is lying on the table, and you say, It’s a question! But — to hell with 
me! I’m of no consequence. . . . Besides, what does it matter to me 
now whether I am or whether 1 am not of consequence? That, 1 
am afraid, is something I cannot possibly tell. I had belter go to 
bed. My head aches. . . . 


Ill 

THE NOBLEST OF MEN — BUT I DON'T BELIEVE IT MYSELF 

I couldn’t sleep. And how could 1 with that pulse throbbing in 
my head? I want to get at the bottom of it. At the bottom of all that 
filth. Oh, the filth! Oh, what filth I had dragged her out of then! 
Surely, she ought to have realised that! She ought to have appreciated 
my action. Other thoughts, too, pleased me at the time. For instance, 
that I was forty-one and she was only sixteen. That fascinated me — 
that feeling of inequality. Yes, it’s delightful, very delightful! 

Now, for example, I wanted to have our wedding a Vanglaise, that 
is a quiet wedding, just the two of us and, of course, the two witnes- 
ses, one of whom would be Lukerya, and then straight to the train, 
say, to Moscow (I had, incidentally, some business theic), staying at 
an hotel for a fortnight or so. But she was against it. She would not 
hear of it. And so I was forced to pay visits to her aunts and to 
present my respects to them as the relations from whom I was 
taking her. Yes, I gave in, and the proper respect was paid to the 
aunts. I even made a present to the creatures of one hundied 
roubles each, and promised them more, without of course telling her 
anything about it, so as not to distress her by the meanness of the 
whole situation. Her aunts at once became as smooth as silk. There 
was also some argument about her trousseau: she had nothing in 
the world, literally nothing, but then she didn’t want anything. I 
succeeded, however, in persuading her that it was not right and 
proper for a bride not to have anything at all, and 1 got her the 
trousseau. For who else was there to do anything for her? Well, 
anyway, to hell with me! Still, I did convey certain of my ideas to 
her then, so that she should at all events know. 1 was perhaps a 
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thought too hasty about it. The important thing was that from the 
very start, however much she tried to restrain herself, she did her 
best to show her affection for me. Met me whenever I came to visit 
them in the evening with protestations of delight. Told me in that 
chatter of hers (the sweet chatter of innocence) about the days of her 
childhood, her babyhood, her old home, her mother and father. But 
I never hesitated for a moment and poured cold water upon all her 
raptures. That was essentially what my idea amounted to. To her 
transports I replied with silence. Benevolent silence, no doubt, but 
all the same she soon realised that we v.'ere different and that 1 was 
Un enigma. And it was the enigma that was my trump card! For to 
create this enigma, for the sake of it, I perpetrated all this folly! 
Sternness above all! And it was with sternness that 1 led her into my 
house. To put the whole thing in a nutshell, though 1 was eminently 
pleased at the time, I created a whole system. Oh, it came naturally 
enough, without the slightest effort on my part. Besides, it couldn’t 
have been otherwise. 1 had to create that system owing to one 
unavoidable circumstance — ^why indeed should I be slandering 
myself! The system was perfect. A real system. No, listen! If you 
want to pass judgment on a man, you must first know all the facts 
about him. Lister. 

Now, how shall I begin? For the whole thing is very complicated. 
Whenever you start justifying yourself, things become complicated. 
You sec, young people as a rule despise money, so I at once made a 
special point of money. I laid particular stress on money. And I did 
it with such consummate skill that she grew more and more silent. 
She would open her large eyes, listen to me, look at me, and fall 
silent. You see, young people are generous. I mean, young people 
who are good are generous and impulsive. But they have little 
tolerance. If anything doesn’t turn out the way they like, they 
immediately begin to despise you. And 1 liked her to take a broad, a 
tolerant view of things. I wanted to instil the idea of tolerance into 
her mind. I wanted her to accept ^hat idea with all her heart and soul. 
That was my plan, wasn’t it? Let me give you a trivial example. 
How do you think I should have explained this moneylending 
business of mine to a girl of such a character? Naturally, I did not 
speak of it directly, for if I did it would have appeared that I was 
apologising to her for my pawnshop. Well, in the end I did it a« it 
were through pride. 1 spoke almost without words. And 1 am an old 
hand at speaking without words. 1 have spent all my life speaking 
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without words. I have lived through whole tragedies without uttering 
a word. Oh, I too had been unhappy! I was cast out by the whole 
world, cast out and forgotten, and no one, no one knows it! And 
all of a sudden this sixteen-year-old girl collected a whole dossier of 
the most detailed information about me from all sorts of scoundrels, 
and she thought she knew everything, while the innermost mystery 
remained buried in the breast of this man! 1 went on being silent. 
Yes, I went on being silent especially, especially with her— until 
yesterday. Why was I silent? Well, because I am a proud man. I 
meant her to find out for herself, without my help, and not from the 
tales told by all sorts of scoundrels. 1 wanted her to discover by 
herself man and understand him! When 1 took her to my house, 
I expected the fullest possible respect from her. I wanted her to 
stand in homage before me because of my sufferings. And I deserved 
it. Oh, I was always proud. I always wanted all or nothing. And it is 
just because I never compromise where my own happiness is con- 
cerned, just because I wanted everything, that I was forced to act as 
1 did that time. “Find out for yourself,” I as much as told her, 
“and learn to appreciate me!” For you must admit that if 1 had 
started explaining everything to her myself, if I had prompted her, 
if I had humbled myself before her, if I had begged her to respect 

me, it would have been the same as if I had begged her for charity 

However — ^however, why am I talking about this? 

It’s so silly! Silly, silly, silly! I explained to her in a few words, 
without beating about the bush, brutally (I stress the brutality of 
it!), that nothing in the world was more delightful than the generosity 
of youth, but — it wasn’t worth a farthing. Why not? Because it 
costs them nothing. Because it is merely the result of their in- 
experience. Because all that, as it were, is nothing but “the first 
impressions of life.” But, I said, “let’s sec the sort of people you'll 
be if you have to work hard for a living. Cheap generosity is always 
easy, even to give one’s life—yes, even that is easy, because it is 
merely the result of high spirits, of a superabundance of energy, of a 
passionate desire for beauty! Oh, no! You try a different kind of 
generosity, the really heroic kind, the difficult, calm, silent kind, 
without glitter, with odium, the kind that demands great sacrifices, 
the kind that doesn’t bring you a scrap of fame or glory, in which you 
—a man of shining virtue— arc exhibited before the whole world as a 
blackguard, while you are really the most honest man of them all! 
Well, try that, my dear girl. Just try it. Try and see what sort of a 
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hero you’ll prove yourself to be! But no, ma’am! I can see that you 
don’t want that sort of heroism, while I—well — I have done nothing 
in my life but bear that cross!” At first she argued. Good Lord, how 
she argued! Then she began lapsing into silence. Wouldn’t say a 
word. Only opened her eyes as she listened to me, opened them 
wide, those big, big eyes of hers, those observant eyes of hers. And — 
and, in addition, I suddenly saw a smile on her face, a mistrustful, 
silent, evil smile. Well, it was with that smile that I brought her into 
my house. It was true, of course, that she had nowhere else to go 


IV 

PLANS, PLANS, PLANS. . . . 

Which of us began it first? 

Why, neither. It all began of itself from the very start. I have said 
that I brr^ut’ht her to my house with sternness. However, from the 
very beginning i trade things easy for her. 1 took pains to explain to 
her while we were still engaged that she would have to help me with 
taking the pledges and paying out money. Well, at the time she said 
nothing (mark that, please!). And, moreover, she actually began 
helping me in my business with great enthusiasm. Mind you, my 
flat, my furniture, everything in fact, remained as before. My flat 
consists of two rooms, one large reception room with the pawnshop 
partitioned off, and the second room, also large, was our own room, 
our sitting-room and bedroom. My furniture is rather poor ; even 
her aunts had better furniture. My icon case with the lamp is in the 
reception room where the pawnshop is. In my own room I have a 
book-case with a few books and a small trunk. I always keep the 
keys of the trunk. Then there is, of course, the bed, tables, chairs. 
I told her before we were married that I’d let her have one rouble a 
day for our board, that is, for food lor herself, me, and Lukerya, 
whom I had enticed away from her aunt. One rouble a day and no 
more. “I must have thirty thousand in three years.” I said, “and 
there is no other way of saving it up.” She raised no objections to 
that, but I myself incrc ^sed her daily allowance by thirty copecks. 
The same thing with the theatre. I told her before our marriage that 
she needn’t expect to be taken to the theatre. However, I decided to 
take her to a play once a month. And decently, too. To the stalls. 
We went together. We went three times, as a matter of fact. Saw 
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The Chase After Happiness and Singing Birds^ I think. (Oh, to hell 
with it!) We went there in silence and we came back in silence. Why, 
oh why, did we from the very beginning make no attempt to speak 
to each other? At first there were no quarrels, but just silence. In 
those days, I remember, she always used to watch me furtively. As 
soon as 1 noticed that, I became more silent than ever. It is true, it 
was I who made a point of keeping silent and not she. On her part 
there were one or two outbursts of affection when she would rush to 
embrace me. But as these outbursts were quite obviously morbid and 
hysterical, and as what I wanted was secure happiness, with respect 
from her, I received them coldly. And I was quite right : we always 
had a quarrel the day after such an outburst. 

But perhaps I am being a little unfair : there were no real quarrels, 
only silence and — and more and more insolent looks from her. 
“ Rebellion and independence ” — ^that’s what it was. Only she wasn’t 
very good at it. Yes, that gentle face was getting more and more 
insolent. Believe it or not, I was becoming loathsome to her. Oh 
yes, I know what I am talking about. I observed it carefully. You 
see, the fact that those outbursts of hers were the result of strained 
nerves was quite undeniable. Why else should she, after emerging 
from that squalor and destitution, after scrubbing floors, begin 
sniffing at our poverty? As a matter of fact, there was no question of 
poverty at all. It was just economy. I never stinted myself in what 
was necessary. In linen, for instance, and cleanliness. I’ve always 
been of the opinion that cleanliness in husbands attracts a wife. 
Still, it was not poverty she found fault with so much as with my 
so-called meanness in economising. “There’s some purpose behind 
it,” she seemed to say. “Wants to show off his strength of character.” 
She herself quite suddenly refused to go to the theatre. And that 
scornful smile of hers was to be seen more and more often on her 
face. And 1 grew more and more silent. More and more silent. 

I wasn’t going to justify myself, was 1? You see, it was the pawn- 
shop that was the chief source of trouble between us. Mind you, I 
knew that a woman, and particularly a girl of sixteen, simply must 
submit to her husband. Women have no originality. That — that is 
axiomatic. Yes, I regard it as axiomatic even now. Even now! 
Never mind what’s lying there in the sitting-room. Truth is truth, 
and John Stuart Mill himself can do nothing about it! And a woman 
who loves — oh, a woman who loves— will worship even vice, the 
crimes even of the man she loves. He would himself never invent 
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such justifications for his crimes as she will find for them. That is 
generous, but it is not original. It is the lack of originality that has 
been the ruin of women. And what, 1 repeat, are you pointing at the 
table in the sitting-room for? Is that original? Is what’s lying there 
on the table original? Aha! 

Listen. I was quite certain of her love then. After all, she did 
fling herself on my neck even at that time. That proves that she 
loved or, at all events, wanted to love. Yes, that’s what it was : she 
wanted to love, she did her best to love. And the point is that there 
were no crimes there for which she might have had to find a justifica- 
tion. You say, a pawnbroker. And every one else says the same. 
But what if 1 am a pawnbroker? I mean, there must have been some 
reasons for one of the most generous of men to have become a 
pawnbroker. You sec, there are ideas — I mean, if one were to put 
some ideas into words, say them out aloud, they would sound very 
silly. Why, I’d be ashamed of doing it myself. And why? For no 
reason at all Just because we are all rotters and can’t bear the truth. 
At all events, I know of no other reason. 1 said just now — “one of 
the most generous of men.” It may sound ridiculous, and yet that 
is how it was. It is the truth. It’s the truth and nothing but the truth. 
Yes, I had a right to want to make myself secure at the time. I had a 
right to open the pawnshop. “You have rejected me, you — ^the 
people, I mean — ^have cast me out with contemptuous silence. For 
my passionate desire to love you, you have repaid me with a wrong 
from the consequences of which I shall suffer all my life. Now I have 
the right to erect a wall against you, to save up the thirty thousand 
roubles and spend the rest of my life somewhere in the Crimea, on 
the south coast, among the mountains and vineyards, on my own 
estate bought with the thirty thousand, and — ^above all — far away 
from you all, with malice against none, with the woman 1 love at my 
side, with a family, if God will send me one, and — ^and “being an 
help to them that dwell in the country round about.” Well, 
of course, it doesn’t matter if I’m saying this to myself now, but at the 
time what could have been more stupid than making a long story 
to her about it. That was the reason for my proud silence. That was 
why we sat together in silence. For what could she have made of it 
all? She was only sixteen, a girl in her teens — ^what could she have 
made of my justifications and sufferings? What I had to deal with 
was a straitlaced, uncompromising attitude, ignorance of life, the 
cheap convictions of youth, the utter blindness of “a noble soul,” 
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and, above all, the pawnshop. Good God, the pawnshop! The 
pawnshop! (And was I a villain in the pawnshop? Did she not 
see how I treated people? Did I ever take more than was my due?) 
Oh, how awful truth is in the world! That exquisite creature, that 
gentle creature, that heavenly creature was a tyrant, she was the 
pitiless tyrant and torturer of my soul! 1 must say it. I shouldn’t be 
fair to myself if I didn’t. Do you think I did not love her? Who can 
honestly say I didn’t love her? Don’t you see? That was the irony of 
it, the terrible irony of fate and nature! We are accursed. The life of 
people (and mine, in particular) is accursed. For I can sec now that 
I must have made some mistake. That something went wrong 
somewhere. Everything was so clear. My plan was as clear as day- 
light. “Stem — ^proud — ^is in need of no moral consolations from 
anyone — suffers in silence.” And that was true. I was not lying. 1 
was not lying. “She will see herself later on that it was generosity on 
my part, though now she cannot see it. And when she does realise it 
one day, she will appreciate me ten times as much, and she will fall 
in the dust at my feet, her hands folded in supplication.” That was 
my plan. But there was something I forgot or failed to see. There 
was something I mismanaged badly. But enough, enough! Whose 
forgiveness am I to ask now? What is done is done. Be brave, man, 
and proud! It is not your fault! . . . 

Well, why should 1 not tell the truth? Why should 1 be afraid to 
face the truth squarely? It was her fault, her fault. . . . 


V 

THE GENTLE CREATURE REBELS 

Our quarrels began as a result of her sudden decision to issue 
loans for any amount she pleased. On two occasions she presumed 
to start an argument with me on this very subject. 1 told her I 
could not allow it. And then the captain’s widow turned up. 

The old woman brought a locket. A present from her late 
husband. The usual thing — a keepsake. I gave her thirty roubles. 
She started wailing plaintively, asking me to be sure not to lose the 
thing. I naturally told her not to worry : it would be safe. Well, any- 
way, five days later she came again to exchange it for a bracelet that 
was not worth eight roubles. I, quite naturally, refused. But 1 
suppose she must have read something in my wife’s eyes, for she 
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came back later when I was out, and my wife exchanged the medal- 
lion for her bracelet. 

Having learnt about it the same day, I spoke to her gently, but 
firmly and sensibly. She was sitting on the bed, her eyes fixed on the 
floor, tapping with the toe of her right boot on the carpet (a habit 
of hers) ; an ugly smile played on her lips. Then, without raising my 
voice, I told her quietly that the money was m/ne, and that 1 had 
a right to look on life with my own eyes, and — and that when I had 
asked her to become my wife 1 had concealed nothing from her. 

All of a sudden she jumped up, all of a sudden she began shaking 
'all over, and all of a sudden — ^what do you think — she stamped her 
foot at me. She was a wild beast. She was in a rage. A wild beast in a 
rage. I was petrified with amazement. I had never expected her to 
behave like that. But never for a moment did I lose control of my- 
self. Never by a movement did I betray my astonishment. Again, 
in the same quiet voice, I told her straight that from now on I would 
not allo-\ h-r to meddle in my affairs. She laughed in my face 
and walked out o^ the flat. 

Now, you sec, the point is that she had no right to walk out of the 
flat. She was to go nowhere without me — that was our understanding 
before our marri'' ge She came back in the evening. I never said a word. 

Next day too she went out in the morning ; the day after again. I 
closed my pawnshop and went to sec her aunts. I had broken off all 
relations with them after our wedding : I did not want them to call 
on us, and we did not call on them. But it seemed she had not been 
there. They listened to me with great interest, and then laughed in 
my face. “Serves you right!” they said. I expected them to laugh at 
me. Anyway, 1 at once bribed the younger aunt, the old maid, with 
a hundred roubles, giving her twenty-five in advance. Two days 
later she came to sec me. “An army officer is mixed up in this,” she 
said. “A lieutenant by the name of Yefimovich. A former regi- 
mental colleague of yours.” 1 was very much astonished. That 
Yefimovich had done me more harm than anyone in the regiment, 
and about a month ago, lacking all sense of shame, he had come to 
my pawnshop once or twice on the pretext of pawning something, 
and, 1 remember, begu^i laughing with my wife. I went up to him 
at once and told him not to dare to show his face in my house again 
in view of what our relations had been. But I had no idea that th^ re 
was anything between him and my wife. 1 simply thought that it 
was just his confounded cheek. But now the aunt informed me that 
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she had already made an appointment to meet him, and that the 
moving spirit behind the whole affair was a former acquaintance of 
theirs, Julia Semyonovna, a widow and a colonel’s wife, to boot. 
“It is her your wife goes to see,” the aunt told me. 

I shall be brief about this affair. Altogether it cost me about 
three hundred roubles, but in a couple of days everything was 
arranged. I was to be in an adjoining room, behind closed doors, and 
overhear the first rendez-vous between my wife and Yefimovich. In 
expectation of this, on the day before, there occurred between us a 
brief, but for me significant, scene. 

She came back late in the afternoon, sat down on the bed, and 
looked at me sardonically, tapping the carpet with her foot. As I 
looked at her, the idea suddenly flashed through my head that for 
the whole of the last month, or rather the last fortnight, she had not 
been acting in character, or one ought perhaps to say, she was 
acting out of character. I saw before me a creature of a violent, 
aggressive nature ; I don’t want to say shameless, but disreputable, 
one that seemed to be looking for trouble. Yes. Asking for it. Her 
gentleness, however, seemed to be in her way. When such a woman 
gives way to violence, however she may overdo things, she cannot 
conceal the fact that she is behaving against her better nature, that 
she is egging herself on, that she is quite unable to overcome her 
own feelings of shame and her own outraged sense of decency. It is 
because of this that such women sometimes behave so outrageously 
that you can hardly believe your eyes. A woman accustomed to a 
life of immorality will, on the contrary, always try to tone every- 
thing down ; she will make everything a hundred times more dis- 
gusting, but all under the pretence of decorum and decency, a 
pretence that in itself is a sort of claim to superiority over you. 

“Is it true that you were turned out of the regiment because you 
were afraid to fight a duel?” she asked suddenly, without rhyme or 
reason, and her eyes flashed. 

“It’s quite true. Following a decision of my fellow-officers, I was 
asked to leave the regiment, though as a matter of fact I had sent in 
my resignation before that.” 

“They expelled you for being a coward, didn’t they?” 

“Yes, they sentenced me as a coward. But 1 refused to fight this 
duel not because I was a coward, but because I would not submit to 
their tyrannical decision and send a challenge to someone when I 
did not consider myself to be insulted. You ought to know,” I 
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could not resist the temptation to proceed, “that to take action 
against such tyranny in spite of all the consequences it might entail 
meant showing more pluck than fighting any kind of duel.” 

J am afraid 1 could not restrain myself. By the last phrase I tried, 
as it were, to justify myself. And that’s what she was waiting for. She 
wanted this new proof of my humiliation. She laughed maliciously. 

“And is it true that for three years afterwards you wandered 
about the streets of Petersburg like a tramp, begging for coppers and 
sleeping under billiard-tables?” 

“Yes, it’s quite true. I slept in the markets and in Vyazemsky’s 
'‘dosshouse. Quite true. There was a lot of disgrace and degradation 
in my life after my expulsion from the regiment. But not moral 
degradation. For even at the time 1 was the first to hate my own 
actions. It was only a degradation of my will and mind, and was only 
caused by the desperateness of my position. But all that is over 
now ” 

“Oh, iiow von’re a man of importance — a financier!” 

A hint at my pawnshop, you see. But by then I had already 
succeeded in taking a firm hold of myself. I saw that what she 
wanted most was explanations that would be humiliating to me, 
and — and 1 did jo^ give them. Besides, just then the doorbell rang 
and I went out into the large room to attend to a client. Afterwards, 
an hour later, when she suddenly put on her things to go out, she 
stopped in front of me and said : 

“You didn’t tell me anything about it before we were married, 
did you?” 

I made no answer, and she went away. 

So next day I was standing in that room behind the closed doors, 
listening to hear how my fate was being decided. 1 had a gun in my 
pocket. She had dressed up for the occasion, and she was sitting at 
the table while Yefimovich played the fool before her. And 
what do you think? The result was — 1 say it to my credit — the result 
turned out to be just as 1 had aniicipated, though at the time 1 might 
not have realised that 1 did expect it. 1 don’t know whether 1 am 
expressing myself clearly. 

This is what happened. 1 listened for a whole hour, and for a 
whole hour I was present at a battle of wits between a woman, a 
most honourable and high-principled woman, and a man at )ut 
town with no principles, a dissolute and dull creature with a cringing, 
grovelling soul. And how, thought I, lost in amazement, how does 
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this innocent, this gentle, this reserved woman, know it all? The most 
witty author of a comedy of manners could not have devised this 
scene of ridicule, most innocent laughter, and sacred contempt of 
virtue for vice. And how scintillating were her words and sly digs! 
What wit in her quick repartees! What withering truth in her con- 
demnation! And, at the same time, what almost girlish artlessness! 
She laughed in his face at his protestations of love, at his gestures, 
at his proposals. Having arrived with his mind made up to take her 
crudely by storm and without expecting to meet with any serious 
opposition, the bubble of his conceit was suddenly pricked. At 
first I might have thought that she was flirting with him. “The 
flirtation of a witty, though vicious, creature to enhance her own 
value.” But no. I was mistaken. Truth shone forth like the sun, and 
there was no room left for doubt in my mind. She, who had so 
little experience of the world, could have made up her mind to keep 
the appointment only out of hatred for me, an impulsive and 
insincere hatred, but as soon as matters came to a head her eyes 
were opened at once. It was simply the case of a woman who was 
trying her hardest to humiliate me, but having made up her mind to 
stoop so low, she could not bear the horrible disgrace of it. And how 
indeed could Yefimovich, or any other society rake, hope to seduce 
a woman like her, a woman so pure and innocent, a woman who had 
such an unquenchable faith in her ideals? On the contrary, he 
merely aroused laughter. The whole truth rose up from her soul, and 
her indignation evoked sarcasm from her heart. I repeat, in the end 
the damn fool looked utterly dumbfounded. He sat there frowning, 
hardly replying to her, so that I was even beginning to fear that he 
might go so far as to insult her out of a mean desire for revenge. 
And 1 repeat again : to my credit be it said that I listened to the scene 
almost without surprise. It was as though I had come across some- 
thing I had known all my life. It was as though I had gone there on 
purpose to meet it. I went there without believing anything against 
her, without making any accusations against her, though I did have 
a gun in my pocket. That is the truth! And how could I have 
imagined her to be different? Why else did I marry her? Oh, it’s true 
enough I knew perfectly well at the time how she hated me, but I was 
also convinced that she was guiltless. I brought the scene to a sudden 
close by opening the door. Yefimovich jumped to his feet. I took her 
by the hand and asked her to leave the house with me. Yefimovich 
recovered himself and burst into loud peals of laughter. 
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“Oh,” he said, “I’ve certainly nothing against the sacred right 
of holy matrimony. Take her away! Take her away! And, you 
know,” he shouted after me, “though a decent man would think 
twice before fighting a duel with you, T feel that out of respect for 
your lady I ought to tell you that I’m at your service if, that is, 
you’d care to run the risk ” 

“ Do you hear? ” I said, stopping her for a second on the threshold. 

Then not another word all the way home. I led her by the arm, and 
she offered no resistance. On the contrary, she was too bewildered, 
too much taken by surprise by all that had happened. But that only 
ksted till we got home. Once at home, she sat down and stared at 
me. She was very pale, and though when she sat down there might 
have been a sardonic smile on her lips, she regarded me a moment 
later with a solemn and grim challenge in her eyes, and I believe 
that at first she was quite convinced that 1 would kill her with the 
gun. But I took it silently out of my pocket and laid it on the table. 
She looked vi me and the gun. (Note that she knew all about the gun. 
1 had acquired it arid kept it always loaded ever since I had opened 
my pawnshop. For when I opened my pawnshop I made up my 
mind that I would not keep huge dogs or employ a strong man- 
servant as Mozer docs, for instance. My cook opens the door to my 
clients. But people in my profession cannot afford to dispense with 
the means of self-defence in case of need, and I kept a loaded revolver. 
During the first days of our marriage, she took a great interest in that 
gun. She asked all sorts of questions about it, and 1 explained to her 
its mechanism and how it worked. I even persuaded her one day to fire 
at a target. Note that, too, please.) Taking no notice of her frightened 
look, 1 half undressed myself and lay down on the bed. I felt terribly 
exhausted : it was about eleven o’clock. She remained sitting in the 
same place, without moving, for about an hour. Then she extinguished 
the candle and lay down, also without undressing, on the sofa by the 
wall. For the first time she did not come to bed with me. Note that, 
too, please. . . . 


VI 

A TERRIBLE REMINISCENCE 

Now about this terrible reminiscence 

I woke in the morning at about eight o’clock, I think, and it 
was already quite light in the room. I woke all at once, with all my 
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mental faculties wide awake, and suddenly opened my eyes. She was 
standing by the window with the gun in her hand. She did not see 
that I was awake and that I was looking at her. Suddenly I saw that 
she began moving slowly towards me with the gun in her hand. 1 
quickly closed my eyes and pretended to be fast asleep. 

She went up to the bed and stood over me. I heard everything. 
The silence'in the room was so deep that I could hear it. All at once 
1 became conscious of one spasmodic movement, and I opened my 
eyes suddenly, irresistibly, against my will. She was looking straight 
at me. Straight into my eyes. And the gun was already near my 
temple. Our eyes met. But we looked at each other for no more than 
a second. With a great effort I closed my eyes again, and in that 
instant I resolved with all the strength I possessed not to make 
another movement, not to open my eyes, whatever happened. 

And it does happen of course that a man who is fast asleep 
suddenly opens his eyes, raises his head just for a second, and looks 
round the room, then a moment later quite unconsciously replaces 
his head on the pillow and falls asleep without remembering any- 
thing. When, after meeting her glance and feeling the gun at my 
temple, I suddenly shut my eyes and did not stir, she certainly 
could have assumed that I was really asleep and that I had seen 
nothing, particularly as it is scarcely conceivable that, having seen 
what 1 had seen, 1 should at such a moment have closed my eyes again. 

Yes, it was inconceivable. And yet she could have guessed the 
truth all the same. It was that thought that flashed through my mind 
suddenly, at one and the same instant, and — three cheers for the 
lightning speed of human thought! If that was so (I felt), if she 
guessed the truth and knew that I was not asleep, then 1 had 
crushed her already by my readiness to accept death, and now her 
hand might falter. Her former determination might be shattered 
against a new startling impression. It is said that people standing on a 
great height seem to be irresistibly drawn into the abyss. 1 suppose 
many suicides and murders have been committed only because the 
gun was already in the hand of the murderer or self-destroyer. Here, 
too, is a yawning chasm. Here, too, is a declivity, a slope at an angle 
of forty-five degrees, on which it is impossible not to slip, and 
something seems to force you irresistibly to pull the trigger. But the 
knowledge that I had seen everything, that 1 knew everything, and 
that 1 was waiting for death at her hands in silence, could have 
checked her on that slope. 
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The silence continued, and suddenly I felt the cold touch of steel 
at my temple, at my hair. You will ask me, did I have any hope of 
escape? I will answer you — and God knows I am speaking the truth 
— ^none at all, not an atom of hope, except perhaps one chance in a 
hundred. Why, then, did 1 accept death? Well, let me ask you in 
turn: of what use was life to me after a gun had been levelled 
against me by a human being I adored? Besides, I realise with the 
whole force of my being that at that very moment a struggle was 
going on between us, a life and death struggle, a duel in which 1 — 
the coward of the day before who had been expelled by his fellow- 
' officers for cowardice — ^was engaged. 1 knew it, and she knew it too, 
if she had guessed the truth and knew that I was not asleep. 

Perhaps nothing of the sort really happened. Perhaps I never had 
those thoughts at the time. But all that must have taken place even 
without conscious thought, yet 1 have done nothing but think of it 
every moment of my life since. 

But \/ill ask again) why did 1 not save her from so heinous a 
crime? Oh, I’ve asked myself the same question a thousand times 
since, every time when, with a cold shiver down my back, I have 
called that moment to mind. But my soul was then sunk in black 
despair: I was in mortal peril, 1 myself was on the very brink of 
total extinction, so how could I have saved anyone? And, besides, 
what makes you think that I wanted to save anyone at that moment? 
How can one tell what 1 was feeling then? 

But all the time my mind was in a turmoil. The seconds passed. 
There was a dead silence. She still stood over me. Then all of a 
sudden I gave a start as hope returned to me. I opened my eyes 
quickly. She was no longer in the room. 1 got out of bed : 1 had 
conquered and she was conquered for ever. 

I went out to have my tea. Tea was as a rule served in the other 
room, and she herself poured it out. I sat down at the table without 
uttering a word and took a glass of tea from her. About five minutes 
later 1 glanced at her. She was dreadfully pale, paler even than the 
night before, and she looked at me. And suddenly — suddenly — 
seeing that 1 was looking at her, she smiled palely with her pale lips, 
with a timid question In her eyes. "’So she is still uncertain, she is 
still asking herself : does he or doesn’t he know? did he or didn’t he 
see?” 1 averted my eyes with a look of indifference. 

After tea I locked up the shop, went to the market and bought an 
iron bedstead and a screen. On returning home, 1 had the bed put 
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in the front room and the screen round it. That bed was for her. 
But I never said a word to her. She understood without words. The 
bed made her realise that “I saw everything and knew everything,” 
and that there could be no more any doubt about that. 

That night I left the gun on the table as usual. She crept silently 
into her new bed at night: our marriage was dissolved. “She was 
conquered but not forgiven.” During the night she became delirious 
and in the morning she was in a high fever. She was in bed for six 
weeks. 


CHAPTER TWO 

I 

A DREAM OF PRIDE 

Lukerya has just told me that she will not remain with me and that 
she will leave immediately after the funeral of her mistress. 1 knelt 
and prayed for five minutes. I wanted to pray for an hour, but all 
the time I kept thinking, thinking — and all such aching thoughts, 
and my head aches — ^what’s the use of praying? — it’s a sin! It is 
strange too that I should not be able to sleep. When one is unhappy, 
especially when one is very unhappy, one always feels like sleeping 
after the first violent outbursts of grief. Men condemned to death, 
I’m told, sleep very soundly indeed on the last night. And so it ought 
to be. It is ofily natural. Or they would not have been able to endure 
it. ] lay down on the sofa, but I could not fall asleep. 

. . . She was ill for six weeks, and we looked after her day and night, 
Lukerya and I and the trained nurse I had engaged from the hospital. 
I did not care how much money it cost me. On the contrary, I 
liked spending money on her. I called in Dr. Schroeder, and I paid 
him ten roubles for a visit. When she regained consciousness, I 
stopped going into her room unless it was absolutely necessary. 
However, why am I describing all this? When she got up at last, she 
sat down quietly and silently in my room at the special table I had 
also bought for her at the time. Yes, it is quite true : neither of us 
spoke at all. I mean, later on we did begin talking to each other, but 
just the usual things. Of course, I spoke as little as possible on pur- 
pose ; but she, too, I could see very well, was glad not to have to say 
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an unnecessary word. 1 thought that quite natural on her part. 
•‘She is too shaken and too subdued,” I thought to myself, “and 
she must of course be given time to forget and to get used to things.” 
And so it was that we were silent. But every minute I was preparing 
myself for the future. I could not help thinking that she was doing 
the same, and I found it extremely diverting to try and guess what 
she was thinking of just then. 

One more thing 1 will say: no one, of course, oh, no one in the 
world, knew of the agonies I suffered during her illness. I kept my 
.worries to myself and did not even let Lukerya see how troubled I 
was. 1 couldn’t imagine, I couldn’t even admit to myself, the pos- 
sibility that she might die before learning the truth, the whole 
truth. But when she was out of danger and began to regain her 
health, 1 recovered my composure, 1 remember, very quickly and 
completely. And that was not all. I made up my mind to put off our 
future for as long a time as possible and for the time being to leave 
things Ld they were. Yes, just then something strange and peculiar 
happened to me (I don’t know how else to describe it): I had 
triumphed, and the consciousness of that was quite suflicient for 
me. And so the whole winter passed. Oh, I was pleased as 1 had never 
been pleased in iny life, and that all through the winter. 

You see, there had been a most terrible event in my life which 
until then, that is to say, until the disastrous incident with my wife, 
weighed heavily upon my mind every day and every hour of the day : 
the loss of my reputation and my forced retirement from the army. 
To put it in a nutshell : 1 had been the victim of a most abominable 
injustice. It is true that my fellow-officers never liked me for my 
difficult character, and perhaps even for my absurd character, my 
ridiculous character, though it often happens that what you regard 
as great, what is dear to you, what you esteem most highly, strikes 
your friends for some unaccountable reason as extremely funny. Oh, 
I was never liked at school. People never liked me. Never at any 
time. Even Lukerya finds it impossible to like me. While, however, 
the incident in the regiment undoubtedly arose out of this general 
unpopularity of mine, its direct cause was quite certainly due to an 
accident. 1 am saying this because I don’t think there can be any- 
thing more aggravating and intolerable than to be ruined by an 
accident which might or might not ha\e happened, by a fortuit ms 
concatenation of circumstances which might have passed away like 
a cloud. For a man of education nothing can be more humiliating. 
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Now what had happened was this : 

During an interval at the play I went out to the bar which was 
crowded with people, including a large number of army officers. 
While I was there, the hussar officer A — v came in suddenly and 
began talking in a loud voice to two other hussar officers. He was 
telling them about Captain Bezumtsev of our regiment who (so he 
said) had just created a disturbance, and who (he added) ‘'seems 
to be drunk.” The subject was soon dropped. Besides, the whole 
story was a mistake, for Captain Bezumtsev was not drunk at all, 
and the disturbance was not really a disturbance, either. The 
hussars began talking about something else, and that was the end 
of it. But next day the story reached our regiment, and of course the 
fact that I was the only officer of our regiment in the bar at once 
became the subject of general talk. It was remarked that when the 
hussar A — ^v had spoken so insolently about Captain Bezumtsev, 
I had not gone over to him immediately and stopped him by rapping 
him on the knuckles. But why on earth should 1 have done that? If 
he had a bone to pick with Bezumtsev, it was their own personal 
affair and no business of mine. The officers of my regiment mean- 
while decided that it was not a personal affair at all but concerned 
the whole regiment. And since I was the only officer of our 
regiment present, I had by my failure to take action shown both to 
the officers and the civilians in the bar that there were officers in the 
regiment who did not care a damn for their honour or for the honour 
of their regiment. I could not agree with such an interpretation. I 
was given to understand that 1 could still put everything right, 
late though it was, if I demanded a formal explanation from A — ^v. 
This I did not choose to do. In fact, I resented the whole thing most 
violently. I would not compromise with my pride, and refused to 
have anything to do with their suggestion. I then at once resigned 
my commission. That is the whole story. I left the regiment a proud, 
but a broken man. Both my will and my mind had suffered a bad 
shock. As it happened, my sister’s husband in Moscow just then 
squandered our small family fortune, including my own part in it 
(a tiny part, it is true), and I was left without a penny in the world. 
I could have got myself some civilian job, but 1 didn’t. After my 
splendid uniform, 1 wasn’t going to become some railway official. 
And so — ^if it had to be shame, then let it be shame ; if it had to be 
disgrace, then let it be disgrace; if it had to be degradation, then let 
it be degradation — ^the worse the better! That was my choice. Then 
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followed three years of terrible deprivation and horror, and even 
Vyazemsky’s dosshouse. A year and a half ago my godmother, a 
wealthy old lady, died in Moscow and among other bequests she 
quite unexpectedly left me three thousand roubles in her will. I 
thought things over and there and then decided what I was going to 
do with myself. I made up my mind that I would become a pawn- 
broker and ask no favours from anyone. First I must get money, 
then a home of my own, and then a new life far away from the 
memories of the past. That was my plan. Nevertheless, my sombre 
past and a reputation ruined for ever were a constant source of mental 
'anguish to me. The memory of it haunted me every day, every 
minute. And then I got married. Whether by chance or not — I 
don’t know. But when I brought her into my home, I thought I was 
bringing a friend, and it was a friend 1 needed most of all. But a 
friend had to be taken in hand, licked into shape, and — yes — even 
mastered. And how could 1 possibly explain it all at once to a 
sixteen-vi'ai- '^ld girl, and one, besides, who was prejudiced against 
me? For instance, rould I have convinced her that I was not a coward 
without the accidental assistance of the dreadful incident with the 
gun? Could I have convinced her that I had been falsely accused of 
cowardice in the regiment? But that dreadful incident came just in the 
nick of time. Having passed the test of the gun, I avenged the whole 
of my horrible past. And though no one knew about it, she 
knew, and that meant everything to me because she herself was 
everything to me. All the hopes of a bright future that I cherished in 
my dreams! She was the only person 1 had hoped to make my true 
friend in life, and I had no need of anyone else. And now she knew 
everything. At least she knew that she had been too hasty in joining 
the camp of my enemies. That thought filled me with delight. In her 
eyes I could no longer be a blackguard, but at most perhaps a queer 
fellow; and even that, after all that had happened, was not at all 
displeasing to me. Queemess is not a \ ice in a man ; on the contrary, 
it often exercises a powerful attraction on a woman’s imagination. 
In fact, 1 deliberately postponed the final explanation. What had 
happened was for the moment quite sufficient for my peace of mind. 
It contained too many exciting scenes and a lot of material for my 
dreams. You see, the whole trouble is that I am a dreamer : I was 
quite satisfied to have enough material for my dreams. As for her, 
she, 1 thought, could v.'a/r. 

So the whole winter passed in a sort of expectation of something. 
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T liked to steal a glance at her now and again when she sat at 
her little table. She was busy with her work, her sewing, and some- 
times in the evening she would read books taken from my book-case. 
The choice of books in the book-case should also have spoken in my 
favour. She hardly ever went out. Every day after dinner, before 
dusk, 1 used to take her out for a walk. Wc took our constitutional, 
and not entirely in silence as before. At least, I did my best to pretend 
that we were not silent and that we were talking amicably together. 
But, as I have already said, we both saw to it that our talks were not 
too long. I did it on purpose, and as for her, I thought, it was im- 
portant “to give her time.” It is, I admit, strange that not once till 
the end of the winter did it occur to me that while 1 liked looking at 
her stealthily, I had never during all those winter months caught her 
looking at me! 1 ascribed it to her shyness. And indeed her whole 
appearance did convey a picture of such gentleness, such utter 
exhaustion after her illness. No, thought I, don’t interfere with her. 
Better wait and — “she will come to you all of a sudden and of her 
own free will. ...” 

The thought filled me with intense delight. I will add one more 
thing : sometimes 1 would, as though on purpose, so inflame my own 
mind that I’d in fact succeed in working myself up into a mental and 
emotional rage against her. And it went on like that for some time. 
But my hatred of her could never ripen or strike roots in my heart. 
And, besides, I couldn’t help feeling myself that it was only a sort of 
game I was playing. Why, even when I had dissolved our marriage 
by buying the bed and the screen, I could never for one moment look 
upon her as a criminal. And not because 1 took too light a view of 
her crime, but because 1 had the sense to forgive her completely, 
from the very first day, even before I purchased the bed. That, 1 
confess, was a little odd on my part, for where morals are concerned 
I am very strict. On the contrary, in my eyes she was so thoroughly 
subdued, so thoroughly humiliated, so thoroughly crushed that I 
could not help feeling horribly sorry for her sometimes, though, 
for all that, the idea of her humiliation was at times certainly 
very pleasing to me. What pleased me was the idea of our 
inequality. . . . 

That winter I happened to be responsible for a few acts of real 
kindness. I remitted two debts and 1 advanced money to one poor 
woman without a pledge. And 1 never breathed a word about it to 
my wife. Nor did 1 do it at all so that she should learn about it. 
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But the woman herself came to thank me, and almost on her knees. 
In that way it became public property. I could not help thinking that 
she had learnt about the woman with real pleasure. 

But spring was close at hand. It was mid-April. We took out our 
double windows, and bright shafts of sunlight began lighting up our 
rooms. But the scales still covered my eyes and blinded my reason. 
Oh, those fatal, those dreadful scales! How did it all happen that 
the scales suddenly fell from my eyes and that I suddenly saw and 
understood everything? Was it chance? Did the appointed day come 
at last? Was it a ray of sunshine that suddenly kindled a thought or a 
^rmise in my dull brain? No. It was neither a thought nor a surmise. 
It was a chord that had been mute a long time and that now came 
to life and began vibrating suddenly, flooding my darkened mind 
with light and showing up my devilish pride. J felt as though I had 
leapt to my feet. It all happened with such incredible suddenness. It 
happened towards evening, at about five o’clock, after dinner 


n 

THE SCALES SUDDENLY FALL 

Just two words before I go on. Already a month ago 1 noticed a 
strange wistfulncss about her. She was not only silent. She was also 
wistful. Of that, too, 1 became aware all of a sudden. She was 
sitting and sewing something at the time, her head bent over her 
work, and she did not see that I was looking at her. It suddenly 
struck me how thin she looked, how haggard, her face so pale, her 
lips so white, and this together with her wistfulness came as a great 
shock to me. I had already before heard her little dry cough, especi- 
ally at night. I got up at once and went out to sec Schroeder without 
saying anything about it to her. 

Schroeder came next day. She was \ery much surprised, her eyes 
wandering from Schroeder to me and back again. 

“But I’m quite all right,” she said with a sort of vague smile. 

Schroeder did not examine her very carefully (those doctors are 
sometimes so maddeningly off-hand), but told me in the other room 
that she was suffering from the after-effects of her illness and that 
it would not be a bad idea to take her to the sea-side in the spring or, 
if that were impossible, to take a country cottage for the summer. 
He did not say anything, in fact, except that there was a weakness 
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or something of the sort. When Schroeder had gone she suddenly 
said to me, looking very gravely at me: 

“I’m quite all right. Indeed, I am!” 

But as she said it she suddenly blushed, from shame, no doubt. 
Yes, it was quite obviously shame. Oh, now I understand it! She was 
ashamed, you see, that 1 was still her husband^ that 1 was taking care 
of her as though 1 were her real husband still. But at the lime I did not 
realise it, and I ascribed her smile to her humility. (Oh, those scales!) 

And so, a month later, at five o’clock in the afternoon, on a bright, 
sunny day in April, 1 was sitting in the pawnshop, making up my 
accounts. All of a sudden I heard how, sitting at the tabic in our room, 
at her work, she began softly, ever so softly — ^to sing. This new inci- 
dent made an overwhelming impression on me. To this day 1 can’t 
explain it. Till then 1 had hardly ever heard her sing, at all events not 
since the first days of our married life when we were still able to have 
some fun together, practising target shooting with my gun. At that 
time her voice was still strong and clear, though hardly true, but very 
pleasant and healthy. But now the song sounded so feeble. Oh, 1 
don’t mean it was a plaintive tune (it was some love song), but it 
sounded as though her voice were cracked, broken, as though her 
dear little voice could not manage it, as though the song itself were 
sick. She sang in an undertone, and suddenly her voice, rising on a 
high note, broke. Such a poor little voice, and it broke off so miser- 
ably. She cleared her throat and started singing something again in a 
very soft and liardly audible voice. . . . 

You may laugh at my agitation, but no one will ever understand 
the reason for it. No. I wasn’t sorry for her yet. Not yet. It was some- 
thing quite different. To begin with, during the first few minutes at 
any rate I suddenly felt bewildered and terribly surprised. It was a 
horrible, strange sort of surprise, painful and almost vindictive. 
“She is singing, and — ^while I am in the house! She hasn't forgotten 
about me^ has she?'' 

Thimderstruck, I sat there for some time without stirring from my 
place. Then I suddenly got up, took my hat, and went out, as though 
acting on impulse. At least I don’t know why or where 1 was going. 
Lukerya was helping me on with my coat. 

“She is singing?” I asked Lukerya, involuntarily. 

Lukerya did not seem to know what 1 was talking about, and she 
went on staring at me incomprehensibly. But of course I was rather 
incomprehensible. 
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“Is it the first time you’ve heard her sing?” 

“No, sir,” said Lukerya, “she sometimes sings when you are out.” 

I remember everything. 1 went down the stairs, went out into the 
street and walked along at random. 1 walked to the comer, and started 
looking vaguely ahead of me. All sorts of people passed by me, 
knocked against me, but I was not aware of anything. 1 hailed a cab 
and told the driver to take me to the Police Bridge. 1 haven’t the 
faintest idea why. Then suddenly I changed my mind and gave him 
a twenty-copeck piece. 

“Sorry to have troubled you,” 1 said, laughing stupidly at him, 
/.,but my heart was suddenly filled with a strange ecstasy. 

1 went back home, quickening my pace as 1 walked along. The poor, 
cracked broken note was again ringing in my heart. My breath 
failed me. Yes, the scales were falling, falling from my eyes! If she 
had started singing while 1 was in the house, it could only mean 
that she had forgotten all about me. That’s what was so terribly clear. 
I realised it in my heart, but my soul was aglow with ecstasy and it 
proved stronger tlian my fear. 

Oh, the irony ol fate! Had there been anything else in my soul 
the whole winter, could there have been anything else but this 
feeling of ecstasy? But where had I been myself all the winter? 
Had I been the*w with my soul? 1 1 an up the stairs in a great hurry, 
and I don’t remember whether I was apprehensive or not when I 
went in. All I remember is that the floor seemed to be swaying and 
that I felt as though 1 were floating on a river. I entered the room. 
She was sitting in her usual place, with her head bent over her sewing, 
but she was no longer singing. She threw a rapid and casual glance 
ai me. It was hardly a glance really. Just the usual indifferent sign 
of recognition one gives when someone comes into the room. 

1 went up straight to her and sat down beside her. Close to her, 
like one demented. She looked at me quickly, as though she were 
afraid of me. I took her hand, and 1 don’t remember what I said to 
her, or rather what 1 meant to say to her, for I couldn't even speak 
properly. My voice shook and did not obey me. Nor did I know what 
to say. All I did was to gasp for breath. 

“Let’s talk — you know — say something!” I suddenly stammered 
out something utterly idiotic. 

Oh, how could I think of anything sensible to say at that moment? 
She started again and, as she looked at my face, she drew back fri'.Ti 
me in horror, but almost immediately a look of stern surprise came 
I 241 



A GENTLE CREATURE 


into her eyes. Yes, surprise and stem. She looked at me with wide- 
open eyes. That sternness, that stem surprise seemed all at once to 
deal me a stunning blow. “So it’s love you still want? Love?’’ that 
look of surprise asked me, though she herself never uttered a word. 
But I read it all. I read it all. My world came crashing about my 
ears and 1 just collapsed at her feet. Yes, 1 fell down at her feet. 
She jumped up quickly, but 1 seized her hands and held her back 
with all the force at my command. 

And I fully understood my despair. Oh, T understood it all right! 
But, you see, ecstasy was blazing so fiercely in my heart that I feared 
1 should die. 1 kissed her feet rapturously, in a transport of happiness. 
Yes, in a transport of happiness. Boundless, infinite happiness. And 
1 did it though 1 realised full well all the hopelessness of my despair. 
I wept, I tried to say something, but could not speak. Her suiprisc 
and terror suddenly gave way to a sort of worried thought, a thought 
of great urgency, and she looked at me strangely, wildly even. She 
wanted to imderstand something without a moment’s delay, and — 
she smiled. She was ashamed that 1 was kissing her feet, horribly 
ashamed, and she kept drawing them away from me. But I im- 
mediately kissed the spot where her foot had rested. She saw it and 
began suddenly laughing from embarrassment (you know the feeling 
when one starts laughing from embarrassment). She became hysterical 
— saw it coming— her hands were trembling. But I paid no atten- 
tion to it. 1 went on murmuring that 1 loved her, that 1 wouldn’t get 
up. “Let me kiss your dress. Let me worship you like this ail my 
life!’’ I don’t know, I don’t remember, but suddenly she broke into 
sobs and trembled all over. She had a terrible fit of hysterics. I had 
frightened her. 

1 picked her up in my arms and carried her to the bed. When her 
attack was over, she sat up in bed and, looking terribly distressed, 
she seized me by the hands and begged me to calm myself. “Come, 
don’t torment yourself! There, there. Be calm, please!’’ and once 
more she burst into tears. 

All that evening 1 remained at her side. 1 kept telling her that I’d 
take her to Boulogne to bathe in the sea— now, at once, in a fort- 
night — ^that she had such a cracked little voice — ^1 had heard it that 
afternoon — ^that I would give up my pawnshop — sell it to Dobron- 
ravov — ^that we should start life afresh. But, above all, Boulogne, 
Boulogne! She listened to me, but she was still afraid. It was not that, 
however, that worried me at the time. What worried me was that I 
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felt more and more irresistibly drawn to fling myself at her feet 
again, to kiss again and again the ground on which her feet rested, 
and to pray to her, and “1* shall ask nothing, nothing more of you,” 

I kept repeating every minute. “Don’t answer me. Don’t take any 
notice of me at all. Only let me look at you from a comer. Make me 
your slave, your lapdog!” She wept. 

“And I thought you’d let me alone,” she said suddenly, the 
words escaping her involuntarily, so much so that quite possibly 
she herself was not aware of what she said. 

And yet. . . . Oh, that was the most important, the most fateful 
'^ntence she uttered that evening, and one that was only too easy for 
me to imderstand, and it stabbed my heart as though with a knife. 
It explained everything to me. Everything! But while she was beside 
me, while she was before my eyes, 1 was full of hope, and I was 
terribly happy. Oh, I exhausted her completely that evening, and I 
realised it, but I kept thinking that any moment 1 might succeed in 
changing It fiM. At length, towards night, she was utterly worn out, 
and I persuaded her to go lo sleep. She fell asleep at once, and slept 
soundly. I expected her to be delirious, and she was a little. I kept 
getting up every other minute in the night, and went softly in my 
slippers to have p look at her. I wrung my hands over her, as I looked 
at that sick creature in that poor little bed, the iron bedstead 1 had 
bought her for three roubles. I knelt down, but I did not dare to kiss 
her feet while she was asleep (and without her permission!). I knelt 
to pray, but jumped to my feet almost at once. Lukerya was keeping 
an eye on me, and kept coming in out of the kitchen. 1 went out to 
her and told her to go to bed. 1 told her that tomorrow everything 
would be “quite different.” 

And I believed it. Blindly, madly, frighteningly. Oh, my heart 
overflowed with rapture! 1 was only waiting for the next day. No, 
I did not believe in any trouble, in spile of the symptoms. I had not 
come to my senses yet, though the scales had lallen from my eyes. 
And for a long, long lime I did not come to my senses. Oh, not till 
today, till this very day! And how could I have expected to come to 
my senses then? Wasn’t she still alive then? Wasn’t she still before 
me and 1 before her? “Tomorrow she’ll wake up, and I’ll tell her 
all this, and she will see it all.” That was what 1 kept saying to myself 
then. It was so clear and simple, and hence my ecstasy. The main 
thing was the trip to Boulogne. For some reason I kept thinking 
that Boulogne was everything. That there was something final about 
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Boulogne. “To Boulogne! To Boulogne!” 1 waited frantically for 
the morning. 


in 

I UNDERSTAND IT TOO WFI L 

And all that was only a few days ago. Five days — only five days 
ago. Last Tuesday! Oh, if there had been a little more time! If only 
she had waited a little longer, I would have dispersed this terrible 
cloud of darkness. And was she not absolutely calm and composed? 
The very next day she listened to me with a smile, though no doubt 
she did look a little embarrassed. Yes, that above all. Her embarrass- 
ment, I mean. All the time, all during those five days, 1 could not 
help noticing that she was either embarrrassed or ashamed. And 
frightened, too. Very frightened. I don’t want to argue about it. 
I would be mad to deny it. She was frightened, but after all that was 
natural enough. How could she help being frightened? For hadn't 
we been strangers to one another for such a long time? Hadn’t we 
become so terribly estranged from each other? And now suddenly, 
like a bolt from the blue, all this. . . . But I paid no attention to her 
fear. A new life shone like a bright star before me! It is true, it is 
absolutely true : 1 made a mistake. Perhaps many mistakes. As soon 
as we woke next morning (it was on Wednesday) I at once made a 
mistake. I at once began to treat her as my friend. I was too much in 
a hurry. Much too much in a hurry. But I simply had to confess 
everything 'to her. Yes, my confession was absolutely necessary. 
Even more than a confession! 1 did not conceal from her what I had 
been concealing from myself all my life. 1 told her frankly that all 
during the winter I had never for a moment doubted that she loved 
me. I explained to her that my money-lending business was nothing 
but a symptom of my loss of willpower. It was nothing but a mental 
aberration. A personal idea of self-castigation and self-exaltation. 
1 explained to her that I was a coward in the bar of the theatre that 
evening. T couldn’t help it. It has something to do with my character, 
my over-sensitiveness. I was thrown into a panic by the surroundings. 
It was the fact that it took place in a theatre bar that unnerved me. 
What had made me so nervous was — ^how could I walk up to the 
hussar officer? How could I do it without cutting a ridiculous figure? 
What I was afraid of was not the duel but that I might make a fool of 
myself. Later, of course, 1 would not admit it. And I tormented 
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myself and everybody else. I had tormented her for it, too. In fact, 
1 only married her so as to be able to torment her for it. In general, 
I spoke for the most part as though I were in a fever. She kept clasp- 
ing my hands, begging me to stop. “You’re exaggerating You’re 

tormenting yourself! ’’ And again she was weeping. Again she was 
on the point of becoming hysterical. She kept asking me all the time 
not to say anything about it. Not to think of it at all. 

I disregarded her entreaties, or almost disregarded them. Spring! 
Boulogne! There was the sun there! There was our new sun there! 
I could speak of nothing else. I shut up the pawnshop. I transferred 
‘ my business to Dobronravov. On the spur of the moment I even 
proposed to her to distribute all my money among the poor. All but 
the original three thousand roubles I had received from my godmother. 
That money would pay for our trip to Boulogne, and when we came 
back, we’d start a new life. A life of honest work. So it was decided, 
for she did not contradict me. She said nothing. She only smiled. 
And it '’vc ncd that she smiled more out of consideration for me, 
so as not to disappoint me. I realised, of course, that I was worrying 
her. Do not imagine 1 was such a fool or such an egoist as not to 
sec it. I saw everything. Everything to the last detail. 1 saw and I 
knew everything more than anyone. All my despair was laid bare. 

I told her everything about myself and about her. And about 
Lukerya. I told her that I had wept Oh, I, too, changed the sub- 

ject. I did not want to remind her of certain things. And once or 
twice she looked quite cheerful. Yes, I remember that. I remember 
it distinctly! Why do you say 1 looked at her and saw nothing? 
If only this had not happened, everything would have been different. 
Why, didn’t she tell me that amusing story about Gil Bias and the 
Archbishop of Granada herself the day before yesterday? We were 
discussing books. She was telling me about the books she had been 
reading that winter, and it was then that she told me about that 
scene from Gil Bias. And she laughed, too! Yes, she laughed, and, 
good Lord, what a sweet, childish laughter it was! Just as she used 
to laugh at the time of our engagement (A moment! Only a fleeting 
moment!). How glad I was! How happy! 1 was terribly struck by it, 
by the story of the Arclibishop, I mean. She could then find so much 
happiness and peace of mind as to be able to enjoy a literary master- 
piece. What else could it mean but that she was beginning to regain 
her self-composure completely, that she was already beginning to 
believe that [ would let her alone. “I thought you’d let me aloneV" 
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that was what she had said on Tuesday, wasn't it? Oh, the thought 
of a ten-year-old girl! And she did believe that everything would 
really remain as it was. She believed that she'd always be sitting at 
her table and 1 at mine, and that the two of us would go on like that 
till we were old. All of a sudden I come up to her as her husband, 
and a husband wants love! Oh, how blind 1 was! Oh, what a frightful 
misunderstahding! 

Another mistake I made was to have looked at her with such 
rapture. I should have controlled myself. For my transports only 
frightened her. But did I not control myself? Did 1 kiss her feet again? 
No. Never for a moment did I betray the fact that — well — ^that I 
was her husband. Oh, that thought never entered my head. All I 
did was to worship her. But it was quite obviously impossible 
for me to have been silent all the time. I had to say something. I 
suddenly told her that 1 enjoyed talking to her. I said that 1 thought 
her incomparably — ^yes, incomparably — ^better educated and men- 
tally developed than I was. She blushed crimson and looked very 
embarrassed. She said I was exaggerating. Then — fool that I was! 
— could not restrain myself and 1 told her with what delight I had 
listened to her battle of wits with that awful swine! How overjoyed 
I had been when I realised, as I stood behind the door, how much 
hatred there lay hidden in all her replies to that unspeakable cad. 
How pleased I had been with all her clever repartees, her brilliant 
sallies, combined with such child-like artlessness. She seemed to 
start, she murmured something about my exaggerating again, and 
all of a sudden her face darkened, she buried it in her hands, and 
broke into sobs. . . . Here I was unable to restrain myself any 
longer. 1 went down on my knees before her again, I began kissing 

her feet again, and again, as on Tuesday, it all ended in hysterics 

That was yesterday evening, and in the morning. . . . 

In the morning? Why, you madman, it was this morning, only a 
few hours ago, only a few hours ago! 

Listen and try to understand. When we met at the tea-table a few 
hours ago (after last night’s fit of hysterics), she surprised me by 
her calmness. Yes, she was absolutely self-composed. And all night 
I had been trembling with fear because of what happened yesterday. 
And quite suddenly she herself came up to me and, folding her hands, 
began telling me (only a few hours ago, only a few hours ago!) that 
she was guilty, that she was fully aware of it, that her guilt had been 
torturing her all the winter, that it was torturing her even now, that 
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she appreciated my generosity very much, that “1 will be a true and 
faithful wife to you,” that “I will always respect you. . . Then I 
leapt to my feet like a madman and embraced her. I kissed her. 1 
kissed her face. I kissed her on her lips like a husband for the first 
time after a long separation. And why, why did I go out after that? 
Only for a couple of hours! Our passports for abroad! . . . Oh, God, 
why didn’t I come back five minutes earlier? Only five minutes earlier. 
And that crowd at our gates. Those eyes staring at me! Oh, God! 

Lukerya says (Oh, I shall never let Lukerya go now! She knows 
everything. She’s been with us all the winter, and she’ll be able to 
■ tell me everything!), Lukerya says that when I had gone out of the 
house, and only about twenty minutes before I came back, she sud- 
denly went into our room where her mistress was at the time, intend- 
ing to ask her something (I forget what), and she noticed that her 
icon (the same icon of the Holy Virgin) had been taken out of the 
case and was standing before her on the table, as though her mistress 
had only a moment ago been saying her prayers before it. “What’s 
the matter, madam?” “Nothing, Lukerya, you can go.” Then she 
said, “Wait a minute, Lukerya,” and she went up to her and kissed 
her. “Are you happy, madam?” Luker>a asked. “Yes, thank you, 
Lukerya, I am h-tpry." “Master ought to have asked your pardon 
a long time ago, madam. Thank God, you’ve made it up now.” 
“All right, Lukerya,” she said. “You can go now, Lukerya.” And 
she smiled so — ^so strangely. So strangely that ten minutes later 
Lukerya went back to have a look at her. 

“She was standing by the wall, sir,” Lukerya told me, “close to 
the window. Leaning with her arm against the wall, she was, and her 
head pressed against her arm. Standing like that she was, sir, and 
thinking. And so deep in thought was she that she did not hear me 
open the door of the other room. She didn’t see me standing there 
and watching her. Then I saw her smile, sir. She was standing by 
the wall near the window, thinking and smiling. I looked at her, 
turned round quietly and went hack to my kitchen. Preoccupied with 
my own thoughts I was, sir. Only suddenly I heard the window open. 
I went back at once, meaning to tell her that it was very fresh outside 
and that she might catch her death of cold if she wasn’t careful, and. 
Lord, sir, 1 saw she had climbed up on to the windowsill, standing 
there drawn up to her full height she was, in the open window, with 
her back to me, clasping the icon in her hands. I called out to her 
' Madam! Madam!’ and she must have heard me, sir, for she made 
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a movement as if to turn round, but she didn’t. Took a step forward, 
she did, then pressed the icon to her bosom and — threw herself out 
of the window!” 

All 1 remember is that when I went into the yard, she was still 
warm. The horror of it was that all the time 1 felt those eyes staring 
at me. At first they shouted, then they suddenly fell silent, and all 
at once the crowd parted to let me through, and — there she lay with 
the icon. 1 dimly remember going up to her silently and looking at 
her a long time. All of them crowded round me and began saying 
something to me. Lukerya was there too, but 1 did not sec her. I only 
r^ember the workman. He kept shouting at me, “A handful of 
blood poured out of her mouth! A handful of blood! A handful!” 
and pointing to the blood on a stone. 1 believe I touched the blood 
with my finger, smeared my finger, and looked at my finger (I remem- 
ber that), while he kept shouting at me, “A handful! A handful! ” 

“What the hell is a handful?” 1 yelled at him with all my might 
(so I’m told) and, raising my hands, rushed at him. 

Oh, the whole thing is mad! Mad! An awful misunderstanding! 
It’s improbable! Impossible! 


IV 

I WAS ONLY UVE MINUTES TCK) LATE 

And isn’t it? Isn’t it? Is it probable? Can one really say that it 
was possible? Why did this woman die? What made her do it? 

Oh, believe me, \ understand. I understand everything! But why 
she died is still a mystery. Was she afraid of my love? Did she really 
ask herself seriously whether to accept it or not? And was the question 
too much for her and did she prefer to die? I know. I know. lt‘s 
no use my racking my brains. She had promised me too much. Given 
me too many promises. And she was afraid that she would not be 
able to keep them. That’s clear. There are a number of other facts 
which are simply dreadful. For there is still the unanswered question 
— ^why did she die? That question keeps hammering at my brain. 
1 would have let her aloney if she had wanted me to let her alone. 
But. she did not believe it. No, she didn’t. And that was the real 
trouble. No, no! It’s a lie! It wasn’t that at all. It was simply that 
she had to be honest with me. She knew that to me “to love” meant 
“to love entirely,” and not as she would have loved the shopkeeper. 
And, being too chaste and too pure, she did not want to deceive 
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me with a love that would have satisfied the shopkeeper. Did not 
want to deceive me with a love that was only half a love, or a quarter 
of a love. Too honest. That’s the trouble. I wanted to instil tolerance 
into her — remember? A curious idea. 

Another terribly interesting question is whether she respected 
me or not. I don’t know whether in her heart she despised me or not. 
I don’t believe she did. It certainly is very strange. Why didn’t it 
ever occur to me all the winter that she despised me? I was absolutely 
convinced she didn’t until that moment when she looked at me with 
stern surprise. Yes, stern. It was then that I knew at once that she did 
•despise me. I knew it irrevocably. For ever! Oh, let her, let her 
despise me ail her life, so long as she was alive — so long as she was 
alive! Only a few hours ago she was still walking about. She was still 
talking. I can’t for the life of me understand why she should have 
thrown herself out of the window. And how was I to have suspected 
it even live minutes before she did it? I’ve asked Lukerya to come in. 
I shall n^- ver part with Lukerya now. No, 1 shall never part with her. 
Nof for anything m the world! 

Oh, I daresay we could have still found some way of patching 
things up. The trouble was we got so terribly estranged from one 
another during ♦\e v/inter. But couldn’t we have grown used to one 
another again? Why, why couldn’t we have come together again? 
I am generous, and so was she — that was one point we had in 
common! A few more words, two more days — no more — ^and she 
would have understood everything. 

What is so awful is that the whole thing was just an accident — 
an ordinary, horrible, senseless accident! An accident that would 
never have happened if 1 hadn’t been late. I was five minutes too 
late. Only five minutes! Had I come five minutes earlier, that impulse 
which drove her to commit suicide would have passed away like a 
cloud. And it would never again have occurred to her to do anything 
so horrible. And it would have all ended by her understanding 
everything. And now again empty rooms. Again I’m alone in the 
whole world. 1 can hear the pendulum ticking away. What does it 
care? There’s nothing it can be sorry for. I’ve no one left in the world 
— that’s the horror of ’t! 

I keep walking, walking. Always walking. I know. I know. You 
need not prompt me. You think it’s damned funny that I should 
be complaining about an accident. About being five minutes too late. 
An accident? But it’s as plain as a pikestaff. Just think: why didn’t 
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she leave a note behind, just a few words to say, ‘'Don’t blame any- 
one for my death,” as people always do? Is it likely that it should 
never have occurred to her that Lukerya might get into trouble 
with the police over her? “She was alone with her mistress,” people 
might have said, “ and she could have pushed her out of the window.” 
She might at any rate have been dragged off to the police, blameless 
though she' was, but for the fact that from the yard and from the 
windows of the next-door house four men had seen her stand with 
the icon in her hands and jump out of the window. But that too was 
an accident. I mean, that she should have been seen by some people 
who just happened to be about at the time. No, the whole thing was 
not premeditated. It was just an impulse. An unaccountable impulse. 
A sudden impulse. A momentary aberration. What does the fact 
that she had been praying in front of the icon prove? It certainly 
doesn’t show that she had been saying her prayers before committing 
suicide. The whole impulse probably lasted only about ten minutes. 
Her decision to do away with herself must have been taken when 
she was standing by the wall, her head pressed against her arm, and 
smiled. An idea flashed through her mind, set it in a whirl, and— she 
could not resist it. 

Whatever you may say, the whole thing is quite obviously a 
misunderstanding. I am not as bad as all that : she could have lived 
with me. And what if the whole thing was caused by anaemia? 
Simply by anaemia. By exhaustion. Utter exhaustion of all her vital 
energies. She got so terribly exhausted last winter. Yes. That’s what it is. 

I was too late! ! ! 

How thin she looks in her cofiin! How sharp her little nose has 
grown! Her eyelashes lie as straight as arrows. And nothing was 
crushed in her fall. Not a bone was broken. Just that “handful of 
blood.” A dessert-spoonful, I suppose. Internal haemorrhage. A 
strange thought : what if it were possible to keep her here and not to 
bury her! For if they take her away. . . . But no! I shan’t let them! 
I’m damned if I’ll let them! Oh Lord, I mustn’t talk like that. Of 
course she’ll have to be taken away. I know that. I am not mad. 
I’m not raving. As a matter of fact, I don’t think I’ve ever been as 
clear-headed as I am now. But I can’t — I just can't get used to the 
idea that once more there will be no one in the house, once more two 
rooms, and once more I shall be here by myself with the pledges. 
It’s mad! Mad! That’s where real madness lies. I had tortured her 
till she could stand it no longer. Yes, that’s what it was. 

250 



A GENTLE CREATURE 


What do I care for your laws now? What are your customs to me? 
Your morals, your life, your State, your faith? Let your judges 
judge me. Let me be brought before your courts, before your public 
courts, and I will declare that I do not recognise anything. The judge 
will order me to hold my peace. “Silence, officer!” he’ll shout. And 
I’ll shout back at him, What power do you possess to exact obedi- 
ence from me? Why did dark insensibility destroy what was dearer 
to me than anything else in the world? What do I care for your laws 
now? I shall live my own life!” Oh, nothing makes any difference 
to me now! 

She is blind, blind! She is dead. She cannot hear me. Oh, you don’t 
know what a paradise I should have built for you! Paradise was in 
my soul, and I would have planted it all round you! What docs it 
matter if you did not love me? What does that matter? Everything 
would have been as it was. 1 should have let you alone. You would 
have talked to me only as a friend, and we should have laughed and 
been happ> together. We should have gazed joyfully into each other’s 
eyes. And so we should have lived. And even if you had fallen in love 
with another man, it wouldn’t have mattered a bit. It wouldn’t have 
made any difference to me. Fall in love if you wish! You’d have 
walked with hiM and laughed, and I’d have watched you from the 
other side of the street. . . . Oh, I don’t care what would have 
happened, if only she would open her eyes just once! Just for one 
moment. For one moment only. She would have looked at me as 
she did a few hours ago when she stood before me and swore to be a 
faithful wife to me. Oh, I’m sure she would have understood every- 
thing at a glance! 

Insensibility. Oh, nature! People are alone in the world. That’s 
what is so dreadful. “Is there a living man on the plain?” cries the 
Russian legendary hero. I, too, echo the same cry, but no one answers. 
They say the sun brings life to the universe. The sun will rise and — 
look at it! Isn’t it dead? Everything is dead. Dead men arc every- 
where. There are only people in the world, and all around them is 
silence — that’s what the earth is! “Men love one another!” — ^who 
said that? Whose commandment is it? The pendulum is ticking away 
unfeelingly, dismally, fwo o’clock in the morning. Her dear little 
boots stand by her little bed, as though waiting for her. . . . No, 
seriously, when they take her away tomorrow, what’s to becom of 
me? 
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THE DREAM OF A RIDICULOUS 
MAN 

A Fantastic Story 


I 

I AM A ridiculous man. They call me a madman now. That 
would be a distinct rise in my social position were it not that they 
still regard me as being as ridiculous as ever. But that does not 
make me angry any more. They arc all dear to me now even while 
they laugh at me — yes, even then they are for some reason particu- 
larly dear to me. I shouldn’t have minded laughing with them — ^not 
at myself, of course, but because I love them — ^had I not felt so 
sad as 1 looked at them. I feel sad because they do not know the 
truth, whereas I know it. Oh, how hard it is to be the only man to 
know the truth! But they won’t understand that. No, they will not 
understand. 

And yet in the past I used to be terribly distressed at appearing 
to be ridiculous. No, not appearing to be, but being. I’ve always 
cut a ridicufous figure. 1 suppose I must have known it from the day 
I was born. At any rate. I’ve known for certain that I was ridiculous 
ever since I was seven years old. Afterwards 1 went to school, then to 
the university, and — well — ^the more I learned, the more conscious did 
I become of the fact that I was ridiculous. So that for me my years 
of hard work at the university seem in the end to have existed for 
the sole purpose of demonstrating and proving to me, the more 
deeply engrossed I became in my studies, that I was an utterly absurd 
person. And as during my studies, so all my life. Every year the same 
consciousness that I was ridiculous in every way strengthened and 
intensified in my mind. They always laughed at me. But not one of 
them knew or suspected that if there were one man on earth who 
knew better than anyone else that he was ridiculous, that man was 1. 
And this — I mean, the fact that they did not know it — was the bit- 
terest pill for me to swallow. But there I was myself at fault. I was 
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always so proud that I never wanted to confess it to anyone. No, 1 
wouldn’t do that for anything in the world. As the years passed, this 
pride increased in me so that I do believe that if ever I had by chance 
confessed it to any one 1 should have blown my brains out the same 
evening. Oh, how T suffered in the days of my youth from the thought 
that I might not myself resist the impulse to confess it to my school- 
fellows. But ever since I became a man I grew for some unknown 
reason a little more composed in my mind, though 1 was more and 
more conscious of that awful characteristic of mine. Yes, most 
decidedly for some unknown reason, for to this day I have not been 
able to find out why that was so. Perhaps it was because I was be- 
coming terribly disheartened owing to one circumstance which was 
beyond my power to control, namely, the conviction which was 
gaining upon me that nothing in the whole world made any difference. 
I had long felt it dawning upon me, but 1 was fully convinced of it 
only last year, and that, too, all of a sudden, as it were. I suddenly felt 
that it no difference to me whether the world existed or whether 
nothing existed anywhere at all. I began to be acutely conscious that 
nothing existed in my own lifetime. At first I couldn't help feeling 
that at any rate in the past many things had existed ; but later on T 
came to the concln- ion that there had not been anything even in the 
past, but that for some reason it had merely seemed to have been. 
Little by little 1 became convinced that there would be nothing in the 
future, cither. It was then that I suddenly ceased to be angry with 
people and almost stopped noticing them. This indeed disclosed itself 
in the smallest trifles. For instance, I would knock against people 
while walking in the street. And not because 1 was lost in thought — 
I had nothing to think about — had stopped thinking about any- 
thing at that time : it made no dilTcrencc to me. Not that I had found 
an answer to all the questions. Oh, 1 had not settled a single question, 
and there were thousands of them! But it made no difference to /we, 
and all the questions disappeared. 

And, well, it was only aftei that that I learnt the truth. I learnt 
the truth last November, on the third of November, to be precise, 
and every moment since then has been imprinted indelibly on my 
mind. It happened on a dismal evening, as dismal an evening as 
could be imagined. I was returning home at about eleven o’clock 
and I remember thinking all the time that there could not be a more 
dismal evening. Even the weather was foul. It had been pouring all 
day, and the rain too was the coldest and most dismal rain that ever 
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was, a sort of menacing rain — remember that — a^ain with a distinct 
animosity towards people. But about eleven o’clock it had stopped 
suddenly, and a horrible dampness descended upon everything, and 
it became much damper and colder than when it had been raining. 
And a sort of steam was rising from everything, from every cobble 
in the street, and from every side-street if you peered closely into it 
from the street as far as the eye could reach. I could not help feeling 
that if the gaslight had been extinguished everywhere, everything 
would have seemed much more cheerful, and that the gaslight 
oppressed the heart so much just because it shed a light upon it all. 
I had had scarcely any dinner that day. I had been spending the 
whole evening with an engineer who had two more friends visiting 
him. I never opened my mouth, and I expect 1 must have got on 
their nerves. They were discussing some highly controversial subject, 
and suddenly got very excited over it. But it really did not make any 
difference to them. I could sec that. I knew that their excitement 
was not genuine. So I suddenly blurted it out. ^'My dear fellows,” 
I said, “you don’t really care a damn about it, do you?” They were 
not in the least offended, but they all biust out laughing at me. That 
was because I had said it without meaning to rebuke them, but 
simply because it made no difference to me. Well, they realised that 
it made no difference to me, and they felt happy. 

When I was thinking about the gaslight in the streets, I looked 
up at the sky. The sky was awfully dark, but I could clearly dis- 
tinguish the tom wisps of cloud and between them fathomless dark 
patches. Alf of a sudden I became aware of a little star in one of those 
patches and I began looking at it intently. That was because the little 
star gave me an idea : 1 made up my mind to kill myself that night. 
1 had made up my mind to kill myself already two months before 
and, poor as 1 am, 1 bought myself an excellent revolver and loaded 
it the same day. But two months had elapsed and it was still lying in 
the drawer. I was so utterly indifferent to everything that I was anxious 
to wait for the moment when I would not be so indifferent and then 
kill myself. Why — I don’t know. And so every night during these 
two months I thought of shooting myself as J was going home. 
I was only waiting for the right moment. And now the little star gave 
me an idea, and I made up my mind then and there that it should 
most certainly be that night. But why the little star gave me the idea — 
1 don’t know. 

And just as I was looking at the sky, this little girl suddenly grasped 
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me by the elbow. The street was already deserted and there was 
scarcely a soul to be seen. In the distance a cabman was fast asleep 
on his box. The girl was about eight years old. She had a kerchief on 
her head, and she wore only an old, shabby little dress. She was soaked 
to the skin, but what stuck in my memory was her little torn wet 
boots. I still remember them. They caught my eye especially. She 
suddenly began tugging at my elbow and calling me. She was not 
crying, but saying something in a loud, jerky sort of voice, something 
that did not make sense, for she was trembling all over and her teeth 
were chattering from cold. She seemed to be terrihed of something 
'*and she was crying desperately, “Mummy! Mummy!” I turned 
round to look at her, but did not utter a word and went on walking. 
But she ran after me and kept tugging at my clothes, and there was 
a sound in her voice which in very frightened children signifies des- 
pair. I know that sound. Though her words sounded as if they were 
choking her, 1 realised that her mother must be dying somewhere 
very ne*u, 'r that something similar was happening to her, and that 
she had run out to call someone, to find someone who would help 
her mother. But T did not go with her; on the contrary, something 
made me drive her away. At first T told her to go and find a police- 
man. But she suddenly clasped her hands and, whimpering and 
gasping for breath, kept running at my side and would not leave me. 
It was then that 1 stamped my foot and shouted at her. She just cried, 
“Sir! Sir! . . .” and then she left me suddenly and rushed headlong 
across the road: another man appeared there and she evidently 
rushed from me to him. 

T climbed to the fifth floor. I live apart from my landlord. We all 
have separate rooms as in an hotel. My room is very small and poor. 
My window is a semicircular skylight. 1 have a sofa covered with 
American cloth, a table with books on it, two chairs and a comfort- 
able armchair, a very old armchair indeed, but low-seated and with 
a high back serving as a head-resi. 1 sat down in the armchair, 
lighted the candle, and began tfiinking. Next door, in the other room 
behind the partition, the usual bedlam was going on. It had been 
going on since the day before yesterday. A retired army captain 
lived there, and he hnd visitors — six merry gentlemen who drank 
vodka and played faro with an old pack of cards. Last night they 
had a fight and 1 know that two of them were for a long time pulling 
each other about by the hair. The landlady wanted to complain, but 
she is dreadfully afraid of the captain. We had only one more 
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lodger in our rooms, a thin little lady, the wife of an army officer, on 
a visit to Petersburg with her three little children who had all been 
taken ill since their arrival at our house. She and her children were 
simply terrified of the captain and they lay shivering and crossing 
themselves all night long, and the youngest child had a sort of 
nervous attack from fright. This captain (I know that for a fact) 
sometimes ^tops people on Nevsky Avenue and asks them for a few 
coppers, telling them he is veiy poor. He can’t get a job in the Civil 
Service, but the strange thing is (and that’s why I am telling you this) 
that the captain had never once during the month he had been living 
with us made me feel in the least irritated. From the very first, of 
cdurse, I would not have anything to do with him, and he himself 
was bored with me the very first time we met. But however big a 
noise they raised behind their partition and however many of them 
there were in the captain’s room, it makes no difference to me. 1 
sit up all night and, I assure you, I don’t hear them at ali~-so 
completely do I forget about them. You see, 1 stay awake all night 
till daybreak, and that has been going on for a whole year now. I sit 
up all night in the armchair at the table — doing nothing. 1 read 
books only in the daytime. At night I sit like that without even 
thinking about anything in particular : some thoughts wander in and 
out of my mind, and 1 let them come and go as they please. In the 
night the candle burns out completely. 

1 sat down at the table, took the gun out of the drawer, and put it 
down in front of me. 1 remember asking myself as 1 put it down, 
“Is it to be 'then?” and I replied with complete certainty, “It is!” 
That is to say, I was going to shoot myself. I knew I should shoot 
myself that night for certain. What 1 did not know was how much 
lon^r I should go on sitting at the table till I shot myself. And I 
should of course have shot myself, had it not been for the little girl. 

11 

You see, though nothing made any difference to me, I could feel 
pain, for instance, couldn’t I? If anyone had struck me, 1 should 
have felt pain. The same was true so far as my moral perceptions 
were concerned. If anything happened to arouse my pity, I should 
have felt pity, just as I used to do at the time when things did make a 
difference to me. So I had felt pity that night : I should most decidedly 
have helped a child. Why then did I not help the little girl? Because 
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of a thought that had occurred to me at the time: when she was 
pulling at me and calling me, a question suddenly arose in my mind 
and 1 could not settle it. It was an idle question, but it made me 
angry. What made me angry was the conclusion I drew from the 
reflection that if 1 had really decided to do away with myself that 
night, everything in the world should have been more indifTcrent to 
me than ever. Why then should I have suddenly felt that I was not 
indifferent and be sony for the little girl? I remember that I was very 
sorry for her, so much so that I felt a strange pang which was quite 
incomprehensible in my position. I*iti afraid I am unable better 
"to convey that fleeting sensation of mine, but it persisted with me at 
home when I was sitting at the table, and I was very much irritated. 
I had not been so irritated for a long time past. One train of thought 
followed another. It was clear to me that so long as 1 was still a 
human being and not a meaningless cipher, and till 1 became a 
cipher, I was alive, and consequently able to suffer, be angry, and 
feel shaiiie at my actions. Very well. But if, on the other hand, I were 
going to kill my&elf in, say, two hours, what did that little girl 
matter to me and what did 1 care for shame or anything else in the 
world? I was going to turn into a cipher, into an absolute cipher. 
And surely the realisation that I should soon cease to exist alto- 
gether^ and hence everything would cease to exist, ought to have had 
some slight effect on my feeling of pity for the little girl or on my 
feeling of shame after so mean an action. Why after all did I stamp 
and shout so fiercely at the little girl? 1 did it because 1 thought that 
not only did I feel no pity, but that it wouldn’t matter now if 1 were 
guilty of the most inhuman baseness, since in another two hours 
everything would become extinct. Do you believe me when I tell you 
that that was the only reason why I shouted like that? I am alnlbst 
convinced of it now. It seemed clear to me that life and the world in 
some way or other depended on me now. It might almost be said 
that the world seemed to be created for me alone. If I were to shoot 
myself, the world would cease to exist — for me at any rale. To say 
nothing of the possibility that nothing would in fact exist for any- 
one after me and the whole world would dissolve as soon as my 
consciousness became extinct, would disappear in a twinkling like a 
phantom, like some integral part of my consciousness, and vanish 
without leaving a trace behind, for all this world and all these 
people exist perhaps only in my consciousness. 

I remember that as I sat and meditated, I began to examine all these 

257 



A GENTLE CREATURE 


questions which thronged in my mind one after another from quite 
a different angle, and thought of something quite new. For instance, 
the strange notion occurred to me that if I had lived before on the 
moon or on Mars and had committed there the most shameful and 
dishonourable action that can be imagined, and had been so 
disgraced and dishonoured there as can be imagined and experienced 
only occasionally in a dream, a nightmare, and if, finding myself 
afterwards on earth, 1 had retained the memory of what 1 had done 
on the other planet, and moreover knew that I should never in any 
circumstances go back there — ^if that were to have happened, should 
] ^ should I not have felt, as 1 looked from the earth upon the moon, 
that it made no difference to me? Should I or should I not have felt 
ashamed of that action? The questions were idle and useless, for the 
gun was already lying before me and there was not a shadow of 
doubt in my mind that it was going to take place for certain, but 
they excited and maddened me. It seemed to me that 1 could not die 
now without having settled something first. The little girl, in fact, 
had saved me, for by these questions I put off my own execution. 

Meanwhile things had grown more quiet in the captain's room : 
they had finished their card game and were getting ready to turn in 
for the night, and now were only grumbling and swearing at each 
other in a halfhearted sort of way. It was at that moment that I 
suddenly fell asleep in my armchair at the table, a thing that had 
never happened to me before. 

I fell asleep without being aware of it at all. Dreams, as we all 
know, arc very curious things: certain incidents in them are pre- 
sented with quite uncanny vividness, each detail executed with the 
finishing touch of a jeweller, while others you leap across as though 
entirely unaware of, for instance, space and time. Dreams seem 
to be induced not by reason but by desire, not by the head but 
by the heart, and yet what clever tricks my reason has sometimes 
played on me in dreams! And furthermore what incomprehensible 
things happen to it in a dream. My brother, for instance, died five 
years ago. I sometimes dream about him : he takes a keen interest 
in my affairs, we are both very interested, and yet 1 know very well 
all through my dream that my brother is dead and buried. How is it 
that 1 am not surprised that, though dead, he is here beside me, 
doing his best to help me? Why does my reason accept all this 
without the slightest hesitation? But enough. Let me tell you about 
my dream. Yes, 1 dreamed that dream that night. My dream of the 
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third of November. They are making fun of me now by saying that 
it was only a dream. But what does it matter whether it was a dream 
or not, so long as that dream revealed the Truth to me? For once you 
have recognised the truth and seen it, you know it is the one and 
only truth and that there can be no other, whether you are asleep or 
awake. But never mind. Let it be a dream, but remember that I had 
intended to cut short by suicide the life that means so much to us, 
and that my dream — ^my dream — oh, it revealed to me a new, 
grand, regenerated, strong life! 

Listen. 

HI 

1 have said that I fell asleep imperceptibly and even while I seemed 
to be revolving the same thoughts again in my mind. Suddenly 1 
dreamed that I picked up the gun and, sitting in my armchair, 
pointed it straight at my heart — at my heart, and not at my head. 
For I had fumly resolved to shoot myself through the head, through 
the right temple, to be precise. Having aimed the gun at my breast, 1 
paused for a second or two, and suddenly my candle, the table and 
the wall began moving and swaying before me. I fired quickly. 

In a dream you sometimes fall from a great height, or you are being 
murdered or beaten, but you never feel any pain unless you really 
manage somehow or other to hurt yourself in bed, when you feel 
pain and almost always wake up from it. So it was in my dream : I did 
not feel any pain, but it seemed as though with my shot everything 
within me was shaken and everything was suddenly extinguished, 
and a terrible darkness descended all around me. 1 seemed to have 
become blind and dumb. 1 was lying on something hard, stretched 
out full length on my back. 1 saw nothing and could not make the 
slightest movement. All round me people were walking and shouting. 
The captain was yelling in his deep bass voice, the landlady was 
screaming and — suddenly another hiatus, and I was being carried 
in a closed cofhn. I could feel the coffin swaying and I was thinking 
about it, and for the first time the idea flashed through my mind that 
I was dead, dead as a doornail, that 1 knew it, that there was not the 
least doubt about it, that 1 could neither see nor move, and yet I 
could feel and reason. But I was soon reconciled to that and, as 
usually happens in dreams, 1 accepted the facts without questioi Ing 
them. 

And now I was buried in the earth. They all went away, and I was 
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left alone, entirely alone. 1 did not move. Whenever before I 
imagined how I should be burled in a grave, there was only one 
sensation I actually associated with the grave, namely, that of damp 
and cold. And so it was now. I felt that I was very cold, especially 
in the tips of my toes, but I felt nothing else. 

1 lay in my grave and, strange to say, I did not expect anything, 
accepting the idea that a dead man had nothing to expect as an 
incontestable fact. But it was damp. I donU know how long a time 
passed, whether an hour, or several days, or many days. But 
suddenly a drop of water, which had seeped through the lid of the 
coftin, fell on my closed left eye. It was followed by another drop a 
minute later, then after another minute by another drop, and so on. 
One drop every minute. All at once deep indignation blazed up in 
my heart, and I suddenly felt a twinge of physical pain in it. “That’s 
my wound,” I thought. “It’s the shot I fired. There’s a bullet 

there ” And drop after drop still kept falling every minute on my 

closed eyelid. And suddenly I called (not with my voice, for I was 
motionless, but with the whole of my being) upon Him who was 
responsible for all that was happening to me: 

“Whoever Thou art, and if anything more rational exists than 
what is happening here, let it, 1 pray Thee, come to pass here too. 
But if Thou art revenging Thyself for my senseless act of self- 
destruction by the infamy and absurdity of life after death, then 
know that no torture that may be inflicted upon me can ever 
equal the contempt which 1 shall go on feeling in silence, though my 
martyrdom last for aeons upon aeons!” 

I made this appeal and was silent. The dead silence went on for 
almost a minute, and one more drop fell on my closed eyelid, but 
I knew, 1 knew and believed infinitely and unshakably that every- 
thing would without a doubt change immediately. And then my 
grave was opened. I don’t know, that is, whether it was opened or 
dug open, but 1 was seized by some dark and unknown being and 
we found ourselves in space. 1 suddenly regained my sight. It was a 
pitch-black night. Never, never had there been such darkness! We 
were flying through space at a terrific speed and we had already left 
the earth behind us. I did not question the being who was carrying 
me. I was proud and waited. I was telling myself that I was not 
afraid, and I was filled with admiration at the thought that I was 
not afraid. I cannot remember how long we were flying, nor can I 
give you an idea of the time; it all happened as it always does 

260 



THE DREAM OF A RIDICULOUS MAN 

happen in dreams when you leap over space and time and the laws 
of nature and reason, and only pause at the points which are 
especially dear to your heart. All I remember is that I suddenly 
beheld a little star in the darkness. 

“Is that Sirius?” I asked, feeling suddenly unable to restrain 
myself, for I had made up my mind not to ask any questions. 

“ No,” answered the being who was carrying me, “ that is the same 
star you saw between the clouds when you were coming home.” 

1 knew that its face bore some resemblance to a human face. It 
js a strange fact but I did not like that being, and I even felt an 
intense aversion for it. I had expected complete non-existence and 
that was why I had shot myself through the heart. And yet there 1 
was in the hands of a being, not human of course, but which was^ 
which existed. “So there is life beyond the gravel^’ I thought with 
the curious irrelevance of a dream, but at heart I remained essenti- 
ally unchanged. “If I must be again,” I thought, “and live again at 
someonv s unalterable behest, 1 won’t be defeated and humiliated!” 

“You know I’m afraid of you and that’s why you despise me,” 1 
said suddenly to my companion, unable to refrain from the humiliat- 
ing remark with its implied admission, and feeling my own 
humiliation in my heart like the sharp prick of a needle. 

He did not answer me, but I suddenly felt that I was not despised, 
that no one was laughing at me, that no one was even pitying 
me, and that our journey had a purpose, an unknown and 
mysterious purpose that concerned only me. Fear was steadily 
growing in my heart. Something was communicated to me from my 
silent companion — mutely but agonisingly — and it seemed to 
permeate my whole being. We were speeding through dark and 
unknown regions of space. I had long since lost sight of the constel- 
lations familiar to me. I knew that there were stars in the heavenly 
spaces whose light took thousands and millions of years to reach 
the earth. Possibly we were already flying through those spaces. I 
expected something in the terrible anguish that wrung my heart. 
And suddenly a strangely familiar and incredibly nostalgic feeling 
shook me to the very core; I suddenly caught sight of our sun! I 
knew that it could not possibly be our sun that gave birth to our 
earth, and that we were millions of miles away from our sun, but 
for some unknown reason 1 recognised with every fibre of ny 
being that it was precisely the same sun as ours, it’s exact copy and 
twin. A sweet, nostalgic feeling filled my heart with rapture : the old 
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familiar power of the same light which had given me life stirred an 
echo in my heart and revived it, and I felt the same life stirring 
within me for the first time since 1 had been in the grave. 

“But if it is the sun, if it’s exactly the same sun as ours,” I cried, 
“ then where is the earth? ” 

And my companion pointed to a little star twinkling in the dark- 
ness with an emerald light. We were making straight for it. 

“But are such repetitions possible in the universe? Can that 
be nature’s law? And if that is an earth there, is it the same earth 
as ours? Just the same poor, unhappy, but dear, dear earth, and 
beloved for ever and ever? Arousing like our earth the same poig- 
nant love for herself even in the most ungrateful of her children?” 
1 kept crying, deeply moved by an uncontrollable, rapturous love 
for the dear old earth 1 had left behind. 

The face of the poor little girl 1 had treated so badly flashed 
through my mind. 

“You shall see it all,” answered my companion, and a strange 
sadness sounded in his voice. 

But we were rapidly approaching the planet. It was growing 
before my eyes. 1 could already distinguish the ocean, the out- 
lines of Europe, and suddenly a strange feeling of some great and 
sacred jealousy blazed up in my heart. 

“How is such a repetition possible and why? 1 love, 1 can only 
love the earth I’ve left behind, stained with my blood when, un- 
grateful wretch that I am, 1 extinguished my life by shooting 
myself through the heart. But never, never have J ceased to love 
that earth, and even on the night I parted from it I loved it perhaps 
more poignantly than ever. Is there suffering on this new earth? 
On our earth we can truly love only with suffering and through 
suffering! We know not how to love otherwise. We know no 
other love. 1 want suffering in order to love. I want and thirst this 
very minute to kiss, with tears streaming down my cheeks, the one 
and only earth 1 have left behind. I don’t want, I won’t accept life 
on any other! . . .” 

But my companion had already left me. Suddenly, and without 
as it were being aware of it myself, I stood on this other earth in 
the bright light of a sunny day, fair and beautiful as paradise. I 
believe 1 was standing on one of the islands which on our earth 
form the Greek archipelago, or somewhere on the coast of the 
mainland clo^e to this archipelago. Oh, everything was just as it 
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is with US, except that everything seemed to be bathed in the radi- 
ance of some public festival and of some great and holy triumph 
attained at last. The gentle emerald sea softly lapped the shore 
and kissed it with manifest, visible, almost conscious love. Tall, 
beautiful trees stood in all the glory of their green luxuriant foliage, 
and their innumerable leaves (1 am sure of that) welcomed me with 
their soft, tender rustle, and seemed to utter sweet words of love. 
The lush grass blazed with bright and fragrant flowers. Birds were 
flying in flocks through the air and, without being afraid of me, 
alighted on my shoulders and hands and joyfully beat against me 
"With their sweet fluttering wings. And at last 1 saw and came to 
know the people of this blessed earth. They came to me them- 
selves. They surrounded me. They kissed me. Children of the 
sun, children of their sun — oh, how beautiful they were! Never 
on our earth had I beheld such beauty in man. Only perhaps in 
our children during the very first years of their life could one have 
found p 1 emote, though faint, reflection of this beauty. The eyes 
of these happy people shone with a bright lustre. Their faces were 
radiant with understanding and a serenity of mind that had reached 
its greatest fulfilment. Those faces were joyous; in the words and 
voices of these people there was a child-like gladness. Oh, at the 
fii*st glance at their faces 1 at once understood all, all! It was an 
earth unstained by the Fall, inhabited by people who had not 
sinned and who lived in the same paradise as that in which, accord- 
ing to the legends of mankind, our first parents lived before they 
sinned, with the only difference that all the eeuth here was every- 
where the same paradise. These people, laughing happily, thronged 
round me and overwhelmed me with their caresses ; they took me 
home with them, and each of them was anxious to set my mind 
at peace. Oh, they asked me no questions, but seemed to know 
everything already (that was the impression I got), and they longed 
to remove every trace of suffering from my face as soon as possible. 

IV 

Well, you sec, again let me repeat: All right, let us assume it 
was only a dream! Bui the sensation of the love of those innocent 
and beautiful people has remained with me for ever, and I can 
feel that their love is even now flowing out to me from over there. 

I have seen them myself. I have known them thoroughly and been 
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convinced. I loved them and I suffered for them afterwards. Oh, 
1 knew at once even at the time that there were many things about 
them 1 should never be able to understand. To me, a modem 
Russian progressive and a despicable citizen of Petersburg, it 
seemed inexphcable that, knowing so much, they knew nothing 
of our science, for instance. But I soon realised that their knowledge 
was derived from, and fostered by, emotions other than those to 
which we were accustomed on earth, and that their aspirations, 
too, were quite different. They desired nothing. They were at 
peace with themselves. They did not strive to gain knowledge of 
lif^ as we strive to understand it because their lives were full. But 
their knowledge was higher and deeper than the knowledge we 
derive from our science; for our science seeks to explain what 
life is and strives to understand it in order to teach others how 
to live, while they knew how to live without science. I understood 
that, but 1 couldn’t understand their knowledge. They pointed 
out their trees to me, and I could not understand the intense love 
with which they looked on them ; it was as though they were talking 
with beings like themselves. And, you know, 1 don’t think 1 am 
exaggerating in saying that they talked with them! Yes, they had 
discovered their language, and 1 am sure the trees understood 
them. They looked upon all nature like that — the animals which 
lived peaceably ^ith them and did not attack them, but loved them, 
conquered by their love for them. They pointed out the stars to 
me and talked to me about them in a way that I could not under- 
stand, but t am certain that in some curious way they communed 
with the stars in the heavens, not only in thought, but in some 
actual, living way. Oh, these people were not concerned whether 
I understood them or not; they loved me without it. But I too 
knew that they would never be able to understand me, and for 
that reason I hardly ever spoke to them about our earth. I merely 
kissed the earth on which they lived in their presence, and wor- 
shipped them without any words. And they saw that and let me 
worship them without being ashamed that I was worshipping them, 
for they themselves loved much. They did not suffer for me when, 
weeping, I sometimes kissed their feet, for in their hearts they were 
joyfully aware of the strong affection with which they would return 
my love. At times I asked myself in amazement how they had 
managed never to offend a person like me and not once arouse in 
a person like me a feeling of jealousy and envy. Many times T 
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asked myself how I — a braggart and a liar — could refrain from 
telling them all I knew of science and philosophy, of which of 
course they had no idea? How it had never occurred to me to 
impress them with my store of learning, or impart my learning to 
them out of the love I bore them? 

They were playful and high-spirited like children. They wan- 
dered about their beautiful woods and groves, they sang their 
beautiful songs, they lived on simple food — ^thc fruits of their 
trees, the honey from their woods, and the milk of the animals 
that loved them. To obtain their food and clothes, they did not 
^ork very hard or long. They knew love and they begot children, 
but I never noticed in them those outbursts of crue/ sensuality 
which overtake almost everybody on our earth, whether man or 
woman, and are the only source of almost every sin of our human 
race. They rejoiced in their new-born children as new sharers in 
their bliss. There were no quarrels or jealousy among them, and 
they did iKt even know what the words meant. Their children 
were the children of them all, for they were all one family. There 
was scarcely any illness among them, though there was death; 
but their old people died peacefully, as though falling asleep, 
surrounded by tlie people who took leave of them, blessing them 
and smiling at them, and themselves receiving with bright smiles 
the farewell wishes of their friends. 1 never saw grief or tears on 
those occasions. What I did sec was love that seemed to reach the 
point of rapture, but it was a gentle, self-sufficient, and contempla- 
tive rapture. There was reason to belie\e that they communicated 
with the departed after death, and that their earthly union was not 
cut short by death. They found it almost impossible to understand 
me when 1 questioned them about life eternal, but apparently they 
were so convinced of it in their minds that for them it was no ques- 
tion at all. They had no places of worship, but they had a certain 
awareness of a constant, uninterrupted, and living union with the 
Universe at large. They had no specific religions, but instead they 
had a certain knowledge that when their earthly joy had reached the 
limits imposed upon it by nature, they— -both the living and the dead 
— would reach a state of still closer communion with the Universe at 
large. They looked forward to that moment with joy, but without 
haste and without pining for it, as though already possessing it in the 
vague stirrings of their hearts, which they communicated to each 
other. 
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In the evening, before going to sleep, they were fond of gathering 
together and singing in melodious and harmonious choirs. In their 
songs they expressed all the sensations the parting day had given 
them. They praised it and bade it farewell. They praised nature, the 
earth, the sea, and the woods. They were also fond of composing 
songs about one another, and they praised each other like children. 
Their songS were very simple, but they sprang straight from the 
heart and they touched the heart. An^ot only in their songs alone, 
but they seemed to spend all their lives in perpetual praise of one 
another. It seemed to be a universal and all-embracing love for each 
<#ter. Some of their songs were solemn and ecstatic, and I was 
scarcely able to understand them at all. While understanding the 
words, I could never entirely fathom their meaning. It remained 
somehow beyond the grasp of my reason, and yet it sank unconsci- 
ously deeper and deeper into my heart. I often told them that I had 
had a presentiment of it years ago and that all that joy and glory had 
been perceived^ me while I was still on our earth as a nostalgic 
yearning, bordering at times on unendurably poignant sorrow ; that 
1 had had a presentiment of them all and of their glory in the dreams 
of my heart and in the reveries of my soul ; that often on our earth 
I could not look at the setting sun without tears. . . . That there 
always was a sharp pang of anguish in my hatred of the men of our 
cirth ; why could I not hate them without loving them too? why 
could I not forgive them? And in my love for them, too, there was a 
sharp pang of anguish: why could I not love them without hating 
them? They'listened to me, and I could tell that they did not know 
what I was talking about. But I was not sorry to have spoken to 
them of it, for I knew that th^ appreciated how much and how 
anxiously I yearned for those I had forsaken. Oh yes, when they 
looked at me with their dear eyes full of love, when I realised that in 
their presence my heart, too, became as innocent and truthful as 
theirs, I did not regret my inability to understand them, either. The 
sensation of the fullness of life left me breathless, and 1 worshipped 
them in silence 

Oh, everyone laughs in my face now and everyone assures me 
that I could not possibly have dreamt of such details as I am telling 
now, that I could not possibly have seen and felt anything so 
definite, but was merely conscious of a sensation that arose in my 
own feverish heart, and that I invented all those details myself 
when I woke up. And when I told them that they were probably right, 
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good Lord, what mirth that admission of mine caused and how they 
laughed at me! Why, of course, I was overpowered by the mere 
sensation of that dream and it alone survived in my sorely wounded 
heart. But none the less the real shapes and forms of my dream, that 
is, those I actually saw at the very time of my dream, were filled 
with such harmony and were so enchanting and beautiful, and so 
intensely true, that on awakening 1 was indeed unable to clothe 
them in our feeble words so that they were bound as it were to 
become blurred in my mind; so is it any wonder that perhaps 
unconsciously I was myself afterwards driven to make up tlM 
details which 1 could not help distorting, particularly in view of ny 
passionate desire to convey some of them at least as quickly as I 
could. But that does not mean that 1 have no right to believe that 
it all did happen. As a matter of fact, it was quite possibly a thou- 
sand times better, brighter, and more joyful than I describe it. 
What if it was only a dream? All that couldnH possibly not have 
been. And do you know, 1 think Til tell you a secret|^{jphaps it was 
no dream at all! Foi what happened afterwards was so awful, so 
horribly true, that it couldn’t possibly have been a mere coinage of 
my brain seen in a dream. Granted that my heart was responsible 
for my dream, brt could my heart alone have been responsible for 
the awful truth of what happened to me afterwards? Surely my 
paltry heart and my vacillating and trivial mind could not have 
risen to such a revelation of truth! Oh, judge for yourselves: I have 
been concealing it all the time, but now I will tell you the whole 
truth. The fact is, I — corrupted them all! 

V 

Yes, yes, it ended in my corrupting them all! How it could have 
happened I do not know, but I remember it ckarly. The dream 
encompassed thousands of years and left in me only a vague 
sensation of the whole. I only know that the cause of the Fall was I. 
']|Likc a horrible trichina, like the germ of the plague infecting 
whole kingdoms, so did I infect with myself all that happy earth 
that knew no sin before me. They learnt to lie, and they grew to 
appreciate the beauty of a lie. Oh, perhaps it all began innocently^ 
with a jest, with a desire to show off, with amorous play, and perhaps 
indeed only with a germ, but this germ made its way into their 
hearts and they liked it. Then voluptuousness was soon born, 
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voluptuousness begot jdUous^^ and jealousy — cruelty. . . . Oh, I 
don’t know, I can’t remember^^t soon, very soon the first blood 
was shed: they were shockM and horrified, and they began to 
separate and to ^un one anouier. They formed alliances, but it was 
one against another. Recriminations began, reproaches. They came 
to know sh^me, and they made shame into a virtue. The conception 
of honour was bom, and every alliance raised its own standard. 
They began torturing animals, and the animals ran away from them 
into the forests and became their enemies. A struggle began for 
separation, for isolation, for personality, for mine and thine. They 
began talking in different languages. They came to know sorrow, 
and they loyed sorrow. They thirsted for suffering, and they said 
that Truth <!sMldonly be attained through suffering. It was then that 
science made its appearance among them. When they became 
wicked, they began talking of brotherhood and humanity and under- 
stood the meaning of those ideas. When they became guilty of crimes, 
they invente<||^ioe, and drew up whole codes of law, and to ensure 
the carrying out of their laws they erected a guillotine. They only 
vaguely remembered what they had lost, and they would not believe 
that they ever were happy and innocent. They even laughed at the 
possibility of their former happiness and called it a dream. They 
could not even imagine it in any definite shape or form, but the 
strange and wonderful thing was that though they had lost faith in 
their former state of happiness and called it a fairy-tale, they longed 
so much tQ be happy and innocent once more that, like children, 
they succumbed to the desire of their hearts, glorified this desire, 
built temples, and began offering up prayers to their own idea, 
^ their oWn “desire,” and at the same time firmly believed that it 
could not be realised and brought about, though they still wor- 
shipped it and adored it with tears. And yet if they could have in 
one way or another returned to the state of happy innocence they 
had lost, and if someone had shown it to them again and had asked 
them whether they desired to go back to it, they would certainly 
have refused. The answer they gave me was, “What if we ard 
dishonest, cruel, and unjust? We know it and we are sorry for it, and 
we torment ourselves for it, and inflict pain upon ourselves, and 
punish ourselves more perhaps than the merciful Judge who will 
judge us and whose name we do not know. But we have science and 
with its aid we shall again discover truth, though we shall accept it 
only when ^ perceive it with our reason. Knowledge is higher than 
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feeling, and the consciousness of life is higter than life. Science will 
give us wisdom. Wisdom will reve^ to ui the laws. And the know- 
ledge of the laws of happiness is hi^^ than happiness.’* That is 
what they said to me, and having uttered those words, each of them 
began to love himself better than anyone else, and indeed they could 
not do otherwise. Every one of them became so jealous of his own 
personality that he strove with might and main to belittle and humble 
it in others ; and therein he saw the whole purpose of his life. Slavery 
made its appearance, even voluntary slavery: the weak eagerly 
jjiubmittcd themselves to the will of the strong on condition that the 
strong helped them to oppress those who were weaker than them- 
selves. Saints made their appearance, saints who came to these 
people with tears and told them of their pride, of their loss of propor- 
tion and harmony, of their loss of shame. They were laughed to 
scorn and stoned to death. Their sacred blood was spilt on the thres- 
hold of the temples. But then men arose who began to wonder how 
they couKi ad be united again, so that eveiybody s^ld, without 
ceasing to love himself best of all, not interfere with everybody else 
and so that all of them should live together in a society which 
would at least seem to be founded on mutual understanding. Whole 
wars were fought over this idea. All the combatants at one and the 
same time firmly believed that science, wisdom, and the instinct of 
self-preservation would in the end force mankind to unite into a 
harmonious and intelligent society, and therefore, to hasten matters, 
the “very wise” did their best to exterminate as rapidly as possible 
the “not so wise" who did not understand their idea, so as to 
prevent them from interfering with its triumph. But the instinct of 
self-preservation began to weaken rapidly. Proud and voluptuous . 
men appeared who frankly demanded all or nothing. In order to 
obtain everything they did not hesitate to resort to violence, and if 
it failed — to suicide. Religions were founded to propagate the cult of 
non-existence and self-destruction for the sake of the everlasting 
peace in nothingness. At last these people grew weary of their 
Senseless labours and suffering appeared on their faces, and these 
' people proclaimed that suffering was beauty, for in suffering alone 
was there thought. They glorified suffering in their songs. I walked 
among them, wringing my hands and weeping over them, but I 
loved them perhaps more than before when there was no sign of 
suffering in their faces and when they were innocent and — oh, so 
beautiful! 1 loved the earth they had polluted even more than when 
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it had been a paradise, and only because sorrow had made its 
appearance on it. Alas,- 1 alWi^ loved sorrow and affliction, but 
only for myself, only for myself; for them I wept now, for I 
pitied them. I stretched out my hands to them, accusing, cutsing, 
and despising myself. I told them that I alone was responsible for 
it all — ^1 alone; that it was I who had brought them corruption, 
contamination, and lies! 1 implored them to crucify me, and 1 
taught them how to make the cross. 1 could not kill myself ; 1 had 
not the courage to do it ; but I longed to receive martyrdom at their 
hands. I thirsted for martyrdom, I yearned for my blood to be shed 
to the last drop in torment and suffering. But they cnly laughed at 
me, and in the end they began looking upon me as a madman. They 
justified me. They said that they had got what they themselves 
wanted and that what was now could not 1 ive been otherwise. At 
last they told me that I was becoming dangerous to them and that 
they would lock me up in a lunatic asylum if 1 did not hold my 
peace. Then sorrow entered my soul with such force that my heart 
was wrung and I felt as though I were dying, and then — well, then 
I awoke. 

If* 

It was morning, that is, the sun had not risen yet, but it was about 
six o’clock. When I came to, I fotmd myself in the same armchair, 
my candle had burnt out, in the captainV room they were asleep, 
and silence, so rare in our house, reigned around. The first thing i 
did was to jump up in great amazement. N ^hing like this had ever 
happened to me before, not even so fr^ as the most trivial details 
were concerned. Never, for instance, had 1 fallen asleep like this in 
my armdiair. Then, suddenly, as 1 was standing and coming to 
myself, I caught si^t of my gun lying there ready and loaded. But 
I pushed it away from me at once! Oh, how I longed for life, life! 
1 lifted up my hands and called upon eternal Truth — ^no, not called 
upon it, but wept. Rapture, infinite and boundless rapture in- 
toxicated me. Yes, life and — ^preaching! I made up my mind to preach , 
from that very moment and, of course, to go on preaching all 
my life. I am going to preach, I want to preach. What? Why, truth. 
For I have beheld truth, 1 have beheld it with mine own eyes, I have 
beheld it in all its glory! 

And since then I have been preaching. Moreover, I love all who 
laugh at me more than all the rest. Why that is so, I don’t know and 
1 cannot explain, but let it be so. Tliey say that even now I often get 
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that if 1 am getting muddled and cdn- 
Aised 4 iMp>^^ be later on? It is pedectly true. I do get mud- 
dled ajitr confused and it is quite possible ||iat 1 shall be getting worse 
later And, of cour'c, * shall get muddled several times before I find 
out how to preach, that is, what words to use and what deeds to per- 
form, for that is all very difficult! All ^his is even now as clear to me 
as daylight, but, pray, tell me who does not get muddled and confused? 
And yet all follow the same patli, at least all strive to achieve the 
same thing, from the philosopher to the lowest criminal, only by 
different roads. It is an old truth, but this is what is new: I cannot 
^ven get very much muddled and confused. For I have beheld the 
Truth. 1 have behfld it and 1 know that people can be happy and 
beautiful ^vithout !os! Ig their ability to live on earth. I will not an^ 
I cannot believe that evil is the normal condition among men. And 
yet they all laugh at this faiih of mine. But how can I help believing 
it? I have beheld it — ^the Truth — ^it is not as though I had invented 
>t with my mind: I have beheld it, 1 have beheld it, and the living 
'mage of it lias filled my soul for ever. I have beheld it in all iis 
iioiy and I cannot believe that it cannot exist among men. So how 
can 1 grow muddled and confused? I shall of course lose my way and 
Tm afraid that now i *d again I ma^' speak with words that arc not 
my own, but not for long: the living image of what I beheld will 
always be with me and it will always correct me and lead me back 
on o ih<* right path. Oh, I’m in fine fettle, and I am of good cheer. I 
: o on and on for a . lousand years, if need be. Do you know, at 
' St 1 did not mean to tell you that 1 cornipted them, but that was a 
mistake — there you have my fi st mistake! But Truth whispered to 
1 nc 1 1’ at 1 was lying, and so preserved me and set me on the right path. 
^v I'm afraid 1 do not know how to establish a heaven on earth, for 
I do not know how to put it into words. After my dream I lost the 
knack of putting things into words. At least, into the most necessary 
and most important words. But never mind, I shall go on and 1 shall 
keep on talking, for I have indeed beheld it with my ovm eyes, 
though I cannot describe what I saw. It is this the scoffers do not 
understand. “He had a dream,” they say, “a vision, a hallucin- 
ation!” Oh dear, is this all they have to say? Do they really think 
tha is very clever? And how proud they are! A dream! What is a 
dream? And what about our life? Is that not a dream too? I will say 
more: even — ^yes, even if this never comes to pass, even if there 
never is a heaven on earth (that, at any rate, I can see very well!), 
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even then I shall go on preaching. And 

in one day, in one hour, mrythjhig couM be arraS^SitVt 09i9^\ The 
main thing is to love yoql't^eighbour cur yourself— that is^e main 
thing, and that is eveiything, foe nothing else matters. Once you do 
that, you will discover at onceliow everything cafl'^be arranged. And 
yet it is an old truth, a truth that iM been told fwer and over again, 
but in spite of that it finds no place among mftal^'The consciousness 
of life is higher than life, the knowl^ge of jbt^iness is higher than 
happiness” — ^that is what we have to fi^ against! And 1 shall, 1 
shall fight against it! If only we all wanted it» everything could be 
arranged immediately. 

And — ^1 did find that little girl And 1 jjjfan go on! 1 shall gaon! 
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